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CHAPTER I. 



THE LAME FOOT. 



" Fan, is that you ? " 

" No, my boy, it is I," answered Mrs. Leroy, glancing up at 
her son Harold, who was hanging over the banisters at the head 
of the stairs, and looking down into the hall below ; then she 
turned to the woman who had just opened the front door for her, 
and gave her some direction which Harold did not hear, as he 
turned impatiently away. 

But a moment later, and before Mrs. Leroy had come up- 
stairs, another ring at the bell brought Harold back to his post 
of observation ; and again, before he had time to see who was 
there, he called aloud, 

" Is that you, at last, Fan ? " 

This time there was no response, but Harold saw that it 
was a lady visitor who was admitted, and he retreated again, ex- 
claiming, 

" Bother Fan's school ; it is more than time for her to be 



3 BESSIE BRADFORD'S SECRET, 



home ; I wonder if she has gone somewhere — no, for mamma 
told her she did not want her to do that without leave — and she 
has never been kept in, I'm sure ; but xwhat in the world can keep 
her so, and just when a fellow wants her, too ? " 

Here Mary Jane, the waitress, made her appearance at the door, 
and with a tone and aspect of calm but severe disapproval, said : 

** Master Harold, your ma bid me tell you that Miss Fanny 
takes her music lesson to-day, and that will keep her an hour later 
than usual. She'll not be home until Miss Ella comes." 

There was unspoken reproof in Mary Jane's voice, for her 
punctilious soul had been sorely vexed by Harold's outrage of the 
proprieties in calling over the stairs as she opened the door for the 
visitor ; but the young gentleman either did not notice or did not 
choose to notice that,* and all the reply he made to her piece of 
information was another impatient 

'* Oh, bother ! " 

He had, himself, been kept from school to-day by a slightly 
sprained foot which did not permit him to go out, although he con- 
trived to hobble about the house, as you have seen by his frequent 
excursions to the head of the staircase ; and Mary Jane thought it 
well to add a modicum of admonition on this point. 

" I don't see as your foot is ever goin* to get well, if you go 
hoppin' round on it this way all the time. Master Harold," she 
said. 
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A twinge in the injured foot at this moment made Harold feel 
the force of the observation ; but the only reply he made was a half- 
contemptuous **Augh," which seemed to signify, **You let me 
alone; I can take care of that." 

However, either his own sensations or Mary Janes warning 
had the effect of keeping him quiet during the next fifteen minutes, 
although there were two more rings at the door- bell in* that space 
of time. One of these, it is true, he recognized to be the sum- 
mons of his brother Charlie ; there was no mistaking Charlie s 
pull, which invariably threatened to drag out 'the bell wire, and 
even occasionally accomplished that undesirable result. 

The echoes of that peal had hardly died away when they were 
followed by the appearance of that harum-scarum youth himself, 
who brought his bright, handsome face and cheery voice into Mrs. 
Leroy's dressing-room, at present occupied by Harold, and looked 
upon by him as something in the light of a prison, pretty and 
attractive as it was. 

/'Hallo, Hal ! How goes the lame peg?" was Charlie's greet- 
ing, in a tone which seemed to indicate that a sprained " peg " was 
to be considered the jolliest and most agreeable of companions ; 
and without waiting for an answer, he threw down beside his 
brother a number of books bound together with a strap, adding, 
"There are your books, and lessons marked for to-morrow. Peters 
has been preaching you up to-day as an example to some of the 
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fellows who haven't been up to the mark, 'cause he says you keep 
up with your lessons while you are tied up here, and send in your 
compos and exercises, and all the other stuff. I heard him while 
Simp was hectoring Will Edwards about his Greek when our reci- 
tation was up. Seems to me, Hal, you and I have come to be 
more in favor with Pete since Felix fell from grace." 

" Pete" and "Simp" were the respectful nicknames bestowed 
upon Mr. Peters and Mr. Simpson, principal and assistant tutor of 
the school attended by the Leroy boys. 

Felix, another brother, as unlike his twin Charlie in appear- 
ance, disposition, and temperament as it would be easy to imagine 
two members of one family, had not long since fallen into terrible 
disgrace at school ; and it was to this that Charlie had referred. 
Felix had up to that time been looked upon as the good boy of the 
family, steady and well-behaved in all respects, save for his extreme 
selfishness. This had been most apparent to his own family, how- 
ever, as is too apt to be the case ; for many a one judged to be 
amiable and generous by outsiders is known to be all that is con- 
trary by those of his own household. But Felix's well-doing had 
been founded on no lofty motives nor high principles, and when 
temptation came, and he thought himself secure from detection, he 
had fallen terribly, and discovery and punishment had soon fol- 
lowed, while teachers and parents felt that they could not trust him 
again until he had built up once more his shattered character. 
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Happily for himself and his relatives he had been saved from public 
shame ; but perhaps one of the severest penalties attached to his 
fall was the knowledge that his scapegrace brother, Charlie — idle, 
heedless, and reckless, but above any mean or dishonest action — 
stood far higher in the estimation of his parents and teachers than 
did his own once most immaculate self. 

Of Harold, his elder by two years, and whose equal he was in 
point of attainments — for Felix was certainly an uncommonly brill- 
iant scholar — he was almost insanely jealous ; and another part of 
his punishment had been — it is sad to say it — that Harold had been 
the successful competitor for the prize for which their class had been 
striving, and to gain which Felix had suffered himself to be led into sin. 

Harold, high-souled, impulsive, and gienerous, although not as 
recklessly lavish and improvident as Charlie, and with all the lat- 
ter s scorn of a mean thought or action, had no little trouble in 
controlling his own hot temper, and indeed had not unfrequently 
fallen into serious difficulty thereby. The hard lessons he had re- 
ceived, however, and the many mortifications he had undergone had 
not been without their salutary effect, and he was bravely strug- 
gling, not without success, to overcome it. 

Not a little did he owe, as he was ready to acknowledge, to his 
young sister Fanny in this matter. She was, as Harold said, ** as 
good as a second conscience " to him, or better ; for while his quick 
passions did not give him time to listen to the inward monitor, 
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Fanny, if at hand, would gently and unobtrusively check him with 
some quiet word or touch, which would generally suffice to bring 
him to his senses and give him time for thought. 

The friendship and mutual dependence of this brother and sis- 
ter were lovely to see ; and Harold had not been without his share 
of influence — exerted, it is true, in a different way — in correcting a 
somewhat troublesome fault of Fanny's, which she was now bring- 
ing well under control. 

This was a habit of "borrowing trouble," or a constant looking 
for evil which might or could happen, and which not only brought 
unnecessary unhappiness upon herself, but was also a great source 
of annoyance to those about her. The boys and others had vainly 
tried to laugh her out of it ; but at length her own good sense, the 
teachings of her mother, the force of example, and one or two prov- 
idential lessons had awakened her to a sense of how much of the 
beauty and happiness of her life she was throwing away, and how 
she was, as Harold bluntly told her, ** making herself a nuisance to 

everybody." , 

These four, whose characters have thus been discussed, were 

but one half of the children of this numerous, happy household. 

There was Ella, a sister older than Harold, and three little ones 

still in the nursery. 

And now, being numbered and introduced, they may be left to 

make friends, or otherwise, for themselves. 
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Harold paid little attention to the report of his own praises, 
and only said, 

" I suppose you did not see anything of Fanny on your way 
home ? " 

"No, I didn't," replied Charlie, answering the question, but 

paying little heed to it. '* And Tom Norris " 

" See if that is she," interrupted Harold, as another ring came 
from that much-tried door-bell ; and Charlie obeyed, wondering 
why his brother was so indifferent to-day to the school news, in 
which he was generally interested. 

He presently returned with an unsatisfactory report, namely, 
that " it was nothing but Mrs. Bradford come to see mamma," and 
went on with his tales of school to Harold, who now paid some 
attention to him. 

In a few moments they were interrupted by the old colored 
family nurse. Aunt Sylvia by name, who came in with a lotion 
wherewith to bathe Harold's foot. 

Aunt Sylvia was dignified of mien, elegant of speech, and 
courtly in her manners ; and she prided herself immensely upon 
the fact that she and her family had for generations " 'longed to 
de Leroys." She gloried in this now as much as she did in the 
days before a Northern home and a nation's will had given her the 
freedom she scorned, for it had always been, and would always 
continue to be, one of the prime articles of her faith that " free 
culled pussons ain't no 'count." 
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Certainly no one who knew her position in the family could 
question that she had always enjoyed uncontrolled liberty, and all 
but unlimited authority. " I ain't no freer nor I was 'fore de day ob 
de pokleramation," she would say when those of her own race 
endeavored to impress her with the idea that she did not rate her 
privileges sufficiently high. ** I ain't no- freer, nor Becky ain't, nor 
Mary Jane, fur all she is so sot up on 'count ob it." Becky was her 
sister, Mary Jane, her daughter. " I alius had a good home, there 
ain't none better ; all de clo's an' all de victuals I wanted ; ef I 
wanted a hollerday or a 'scursion alius had it too, an' all de church 
goin' was reasonable ; 'sides a good big Krismas, an' likewise 
money presents constant, an' none can't ask no more. De Lord 
he made me to 'long to de Leroys anyhow, an' to de Leroys I'm 
goin' to 'long while I'm in de land ob de livin'. I'd jest like to see 
dat nussery ef I warn't at de head ob it, an' 'cept deir paw an' 
maw, dose chillen don't love nobody better nor deir ole mammy. 
Me an' Aunt Becky has been too long used to de good ole way ob 
'spectable families, like us Leroys, to put up wid your new-fangled 

dom s. 

Devoted to her charge, even when they had outgrown her 
immediate supervision — she had nursed their father before them — 
and to the interest of the whole family, she considered herself priv- 
ileged to advise even her master and mistress if she saw fit occa- 
sion, and to admonish and reprove her whole flock of nurslings. 
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past and present. The boys, it is true, would play their jokes and 
run their rigs upon her; but she ignored their pranks when she 
could do so, and when she could not, she bore them with unfailing 
good nature, secure in their real affection for her. 

Aunt Becky, her sister, had always been cook in the family, 
and was as much a necessary part of the household, although she 
did not plume herself quite so niuch upon her .position therein. But, 
that either duty or choice would ever allow them to live with or 
work for any one else, never entered the minds of either of these 
faithful old servitors. 

Aunt Sylvia came in now to doctor Harold's foot, and he sub- 
mitted himself in the most unboylike manner to her ministrations, 
for the reason, probably, that he was in such haste to be once more 
about his usual active pursuits. Meanwhile both listened to Char- 
lie as he rattled on. 

*'It's an awful shame you weren't there, Hal," he said, as he 
concluded his account of some of the day's exploits. 

'* Now, Master Charlie," said Aunt Sylvia, as she proceeded to 
bind Harold's foot in its bandages once more, ** Now, Master Char- 
lie, don't you be a-miscallin' ob de doin's ob Probidence. Master 
Harold's foot's doin' won nerful well ; 'tain't lost nothin' by yer ole 
mammy's tendin' nuther " — Aunt Sylvia was not one of those who 
hide their own light under a bushel ; if her virtues were not appre- 
ciated it was not her own fault — ** an' it's gettin' on as fust-rate as 
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could be looked for. Tse boun' hell be out Tore de samination 
yet. 

**Who is miscalling Providence?" asked Charlie. ** I didn't 
sav a word about Providence or His doinsfs." 

** Chile," said the old woman solemnly, "yer said 'twar an 
awful shame yer brudder warn*t dere. Now de awful shame yer 
talk about course yer mean dis accerdent what de good Lord chose 
to send ter Master Harold for ter set him by for a while for His own 
good reasons. I reckon maybe so yer boys might see what a dear 
good little sister yer ve got in Miss Fanny. Yer boys don't none 
of yer 'preciate Miss Fanny as yer ought ter, an' I spect de Lord 
He meant yer ter see what she was, givin' up her diversions an' own 
pleasurin's fur to stay in-doors wif yer. Master Harold." 

''What has she been giving up, I'd like to know?" asked Har- 
old, who did not intend to depreciate his sister's attentions to him ; 
but — such was Fanny's unobtrusive generosity — who had really no 
idea that she had made any special sacrifices in order to devote her- 
self to him out of school hours. 

** Why, fust an' foremost in precedence is dis yere garden party 
ober to Miss Ashton's," answered Aunt Sylvia, surprised to find that 
Harold really knew nothing of the party in question. 

** I don't know anything about any garden party at Miss Ash- 
ton's," he said. 

4 

" Nor do I," said Charlie, dropping the cut-glass bottle in his 
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hand, and turning round from his careless handUng of the dainty 
toilet articles upon the dressing bureau, which, had she been there 
to see, would sorely have tried his mother s soul. 

" I does den," said their old mammy, putting the last pin in 
Harolds bandages, "'cause dis mornin' I was comin' cross de park 
wid de chillen, an' I uncounters Daphne, little Miss Belle Powers s 
nuss, yer know, an' we falls a conversin', an' Daphne she was tellin' 
ob de garden party, an' how all de young ladies ob de school was 
to be dere. An', says I, not our Miss Fanny, least I didn't hear no 
mention ob it, an' she alius tells her ole mammy all her anticipa- 
tions an' distractions. An' Daphne say she hear Miss Belle an' de 
little Miss Bradfords talkin' ober it, an' dey say Miss Fanny ain't 
goin' 'cause yer maw an' Miss Ella is engaged dis arternoon, an' 
she wouldn't go for leavin' yer alone. So now yer see what a 
sister yer hab got. Master Harold an' Master Charlie." 

•' Isn't our Fan a little trump, though ? " said Charlie. '* Did 
you know anj^hing about this, Hal ? " 

*'Not a word," answered Harold. "It can't be so, or Fan 
would have told me something about it Aunt Sylvia, you've got it 
wrong somehow." 

"'Pears like I oughter know somethin' 'bout it, seein* as 
Daphne told me her own little lady was goin'," said Aunt Sylvia, 
throwing back her turbaned head until it was at an angle of forty- 
five degrees, for she always resented any questions of the accuracy 
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of her statements ; '* pears like Daphne oughter know, an' me, too, 
when she done certified me ob de fac*. I believe all de teachin' in 
de worl' won't learn you boys respec* an' manners." 

With which the offended dignitary took up her lotion and de- 
parted, saying as she went out, 

** Didn't I say yer didn't 'preciate yer sister? She didn't tell 
nothin' 'bou^t it 'cause she tought yer wouldn't let her stay wid yer. 
It's plain as de sun in de heabens." 

Harold turned to Charlie, 

"Charlie, do you believe it? It's just like Fanny, isn't it? But 
how is it she never let a word leak out about it ? And no one else 
has either ; I don't believe it yet, for all Aunt Sylvia is so high and 
mighty about it' 

" I did hear some of the fellows talking about some spree 
the girls were, going to have at Miss Ash ton's," said Charlie; 
''but I didn't pay much attention to it, and I don't know if it was 
for to-day." 

Then Felix came in. 

" Hallo, Fe ! " said Charles. *' Do you know anything of a 
garden party or some such fixing at Miss Ashton's this afternoon 
which our Fan ain't going to ? " 

Felix was much more of a ladies' man than either of his 
brothers, and as such was more likely to pay attention to what he 
might hear of the sayings and doings of the girls, and he proved in 
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this case to be possessed of more information than his brothers, or 
even than Aunt Sylvia. 

He told them that there was really to be a garden party at 
Miss Ashton's that afternoon, in the dear old-fashioned garden 
which took up about half a city square, and which was the delight of 
the twelve or fourteen little girls who had the pleasure and privilege 
— I assure you they considered it such — of belonging to Miss Ash- 
ton's class. For never were little girls happier in their teacher and 
classmates and all their school surroundings than were these young 

people. 

Felix had heard some of the boys talking about it, and had 
even questioned two or three of Miss Ashton's girls whom he had 
happened to meet, so that he was posted ; but he was rather dis- 
gusted to be obliged to report that it was to be altogether a girls' 
party, no boys having been invited. 

It was no new thing, as Harold had reason to know, for Fanny 
to make a sacrifice for him, her favorite brother, and say nothing 
about it, lest he should oppose it, for there was no more selfishness 
in Harold's character than there was in that of his young sister. 

But even Charlie was touched at this new proof of her gener- 
ous devotion to Harold, and said again : 

** Isn't she a little brick, though — a regular stunner ? She 
needn't have stayed at home for that ; I'd have stayed — just as lief 



as not" 
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So Charlie thought, and he would have remained with the 
prisoner half an hour or so, perhaps, and then waxed restless and 
impatient, and would probably have taken himself off with some ex- 
cuse. As for Felix, no one ever looked to him for any sacrifice of 
his time, pleasure,' or possessions. 

" I'm glad I've found it out, anyway," said Harold ; ** found it 
out before it was too late. Fan is not going to stay from her party 
for me ; I shall do very well. It's nothing so awful for a fellow 
to be alone for three or four hours. But I wish I had the other vol- 
ume of my book. Charlie, you ought to be punched ! " 

Charlie's deserts on this occasion were caused by his having 
been the means of the loss of a book belonging to Harold — the sec- 
ond volume of *' Tom Brown at Oxford" — which he had been dipping 
into the previous evening — Charlie's reading was always of a discur- 
sive nature, and he was as apt to begin a book in the middle as at 
the commencement — and which he had left in a precarious position 
on the ledge of a window, whence it had unaccountably disappeared, 
and had not since been found. The truth was that a sudden gust of 
wind had blown it down into the street, where it had been picked up 
by a passer-by, and carried off to parts unknown. Harold was 
deeply interested in the book, and it was not wonderful that his feel- 
ings were not those of unalloyed pleasure when the loss of the sec- 
ond volume was reported to him. 

" Here s Fan now," said Charlie, as a light step was heard run- 
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ning up the stairs, heralded by no peal from the bell, for it so hap- 
pened that Fanny had come in as the front door was opened to let 
one of the visitors pass out ; and the next moment her glowing face 
appeared in the room where the three boys were gathered. 

She came in beaming, and, pausing upon the threshold, held 
up before Harold s gratified eyes t*he familiar binding of the much- 
longed-for volume, or one exactly like it. 

" The second volume of ' Tom Brown ' ! Where did you find 
it ? " asked Harold. 

" It is not yours ; I borrowed it for you from Harry Bradford," 
answered Fanny, coming round and placing the book in his out- 
stretched hand. ** I said something about it to Maggie, at recess, 
to-day, and she said Harry had it, and would lend it to you, so I 
stopped for it on the way home." 

" Oh, I say. Fan," said Harry, '* you're not going to stay home 
with me this afternoon. I won't have it, so go to the garden 
party. Shouldn't I feel shabby, though, to let you do it ? " 

'* Who told you ? " asked Fanny. 

** Oh, a bird — a black bird," said Harold laughing. 

" But I don't want to leave you, Harry," said his sister. ** Mam- 
ma and Ella are both going out, and it will be so dull for you." 

"No, it won't," answered Harold, "not with *Tom Brown' 
for company ; and I shall be awfully stupid for you, because I want 
to read. You just go." 
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This might not seem complimentary, but Harold meant it un- 
selfishly, and Fanny knew that. 

** But I don't mind staying at all, Harry," she said, taking* 
Harold's dog by the paws and making him dance, as though to 
show that she was really indifferent about the party. 

'* Well, I mind having you,'* answered Harold, *'and I can't let 
you, Fan. Much obliged all the same ; it's just like you." 

Harold would have said more had not his brothers been pres- 
ent, but Fanny did not need it. He insisted that he should be well 
entertained with his book, and she was at length persuaded to 
leave him and go to the garden party. 
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CHAPTER II. 



THE GARDEN PARTY. 



Great was the jubilation, and not a little the surprise among 
Fanny's friends and schoolmates when she appeared among them 
that afternoon, for she had positively said that she could not come 
to the garden party. 

" Harold made me come, some one told him," she said in ex- 
planation, for she had been obliged to give her reasons for such an 
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unheard-of thing as refusing an invitation to one of Miss Ashton's 
"lovely school parties." "Some one told him, and he had 'Tom 
Brown,' so I thought I would come." 

" Now we are all here but Elsie Graham and Agnes Berry," 
said Maggie Bradford. "I wonder if they are not coming; they 
said they were." 

" But Agnes is always late, you know," said Mamie Stone, 
"and that is because her sister. Miss Fanny, is always late, and 
example is always better than precept, 'specially in families. I've 
noticed that when you find one of a family doing a thing, you're 
very apt to find more doing it" 

Having delivered herself of this piece of wisdom, she looked 
around her to see if it had had its proper effect upon her audience, 
and was satisfied when it was indorsed by Maggie Bradford, who 
said : 

" Yes, habits are apt to run in families, and * evil communi- 
cations corrupt good manners ; ' but, for all that, Agnes and her 
family are very nice." 

Maggie had a great taste for the use and application of prov- 
erbs, and her wise sayings were much thought of by her young 
friends and companions. She had also a great gift of composition, 
and had, indeed, on more than one occasion, proved herself quite a 
famous little authoress. She might have been spoiled and ren- 
dered vain by all the praise and admiration excited by her efforts 
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in this direction, had it not been for her natural modesty and shy- 
ness which prevented her from thinking too highly of them or 
becoming conceited. But she was always applied to whenever 
circumstances called for anything in the way of a petition, address, 
or poetical effusion. 

** Do you know there is another new girl coming to our school 
next fall?" asked Lily Norris, throwing a red cape over her 
pretty head, and regarding herself in a small hand-glass. 

" Another new girl," repeated Maggie Bradford, by whom such 
an event was never regarded with any pleasurable anticipations, 
although none were more friendly than she when the new scholar 
had arrived, and Maggie s first feeling of shyness had worn off. 

" Who is she ? " asked Nellie Ransom. 
* "A cousin of mine," answered Fanny, "and her name is 
Maude Griswold. She is coming from the South with her father 
and mother, and they are going to spend the summer with us at 
Newport, and in the fall, when we come back to the city, she is to 
come here to school. Eleanor Hammersley " — ^with an affectionate, 
regretful glance at the owner of this name — " is not coming back, 
because she is going abroad again. So our school will not be any 
larger, Maggie ; but I would rather have it twice as large and keep 

Eleanor." 

" So would I," responded Maggie heartily, taking Eleanor by 
the hand ; and many and earnest were the expressions of regret 
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and affection which followed, for Eleanor Hammersley was a 
favorite, and deservedly so, with all of her schoolmates. 

She had come from China, a delicate little invalid, for the 
change of climate which had been recommended for her, and her 
home for several months past had been in the family of her uncle. 
Dr. Middleton, and she had taken a vacant place in Miss Ashton s 
class, thus becoming the schoolmate of her cousin, Laura Middleton ; 
and there could be no doubt that she had won the love and respect 
of all her new friends, and that her approaching departure to her 
much-beloved and longed-for home was sincerely regretted by all 
there. 

And now her place in the class, it seemed, was already spo- 
ken for. That was usually the way ; no sooner was there the 
prospect of a vacancy among the limited number of Miss Ashton s 
class than one or more applicants were ready to claim it, for 
among parents and children the pleasant little school circle was 
very popular. 

" Maude Griswold ! That is a nice name," said Bessie Brad- 
ford. " How old is she, Fanny ? " 

" She is eleven, I believe," answered Fanny. 

" Is she nice ? " asked Lily Norris. 

** I don't know," said Fanny, " I have never seen her." 

" Isn't it delightful to think how many of us are going to New- 
port ? " said Lily, with a sudden change of the subject. " I was so 
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glad when I heard your father and Mr. Walton had taken cottage 
next to one another and quite near to the Bradfords' place. The 
Ransoms' cottage is not far off, either, and we are going to be at 
the hotel, so we can have lovely times together. Just think ! 
There will be eight of our class, and Fanny's cousin. I wish all 
the rest were coming, too," she added, comprising in one sweeping 
glance those of the class who were not to have the pleasure and 
privilege of going to the famous watering-place, which she thought 
the chief spot upon .earth. 

"It might be nicer if Fanny's cousin were not coming," said 
Carrie Ransom, *' 'cause she's a stranger to all of us. I wish that 
she would stay away." 

But this plain speaking called forth disapprobation from the 
rest of the group. 

" How rude to Fanny ! " and cries of '* Antipoliter ! Antipo- 
liter ! " arose from one and another. 

Now be it known that a society existed in Miss Ashton's 
school composed of the whole of the members of this the younger 
class. It had been instituted some time before this, for the purpose 
of promoting courtesy and regard for one another's feelings, and 
had been productive of great good in this direction. The name 
thereof was " The Politers," and whosoever failed in the laws of 
courtesy and kindness by which the society was regulated was at 
once placed in the slender ranks of another society called that of 
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*'The Antipoliters." But the culprit seldom remained there long, 
for the term of reproach rarely failed to bring her to a sense of her 
own shortcomings, and to call forth the apology and amende which 
restored her to her forfeited place. 

Carrie Ransom was, perhaps, more apt to offend in this way 
than any of her classmates. She was blunt and out-spoken, and 
very impulsive, so she often spoke without thought or due regard 
for the feelings of others. 

She accepted the reproof, however, though she did so rather 
ungraciously, replying with a little pout, 

" I'm sure I didn't mean to be an Antipoliter ; youVe so awfully 
particular. Fanny, you didn't think I meant anything, did you ? " 

Fanny never bore resentment, and she had not taken serious 
offense, so she readily accepted Carrie s apology. 

"I wish we were fl// going together," said Bessie Bradford. 
" I don't like breaking-ups." 

" Nor I," said Lily ; '* but come, we re wasting all our time in- 
stead of playing." 

Lily, although warm-hearted and affectionate, was not given 
to sentiment, and her reminder brought the group to more practi- 
cal enjoyment of their opportunities. 

No need to tell of the different ways in which the afternoon 
was pleasantly passed ; every one may imagine them, according to 
his or her own taste or fancy. 
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But by and by, while some of the little girls were swinging, and 
others enjoying a game of "Hunt the Hare," for which the large 
old-fashioned garden with its shrubbery offered great advantages, 
Lily Norris encountered Maggie Bradford in one of the alleys^ 
where she stood behind the shelter of a clump of althea bushes,, 
lying in wait for the hare. 

"Maggie," she said, coming close to her intimate friend with 
an air of secrecy, "Maggie, don't tell I said so, but for all Carrie 
was so rude and antipoliting, I expect that what she said was 
true, and that we shall not have such nice times when Maude Gris- 
wold comes." 

" Why ? " asked Maggie. " Don't you like her ? But you don't 
know her." 

"Why, no," answered Lily, "I have never seen her, you 
know; but, Maggie, don't you remember the other day when 
you and Bessie and I were spending the day with Fanny, Mr. 
Leroy was talking about this girl, and he said that she was the 
most inquisitive and meddling little piece of humanity that ever 
lived ? " 

" I remember he said that of some one," answered Maggie ; 
«*but I was not listening much because Dot and Robbie were talk- 
ing to me; and I did not know that it was Maude Griswold he 
was talking about." 

" Yes, it was," said Lily, " and so I'm sorry she is coming,. 
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because we don't want any such curiosities in our school, or to be 
with us this summer, I'm sure. Do we, Maggie ? " 

'' No," answered Maggie emphatically. 

" But," continued Lily, *' Carrie Ransom need not say she does 
not want her on that account, for Carrie is inquisitive enough her- 
self, though I don't think she is exactly meddling.'' 

'* Perhaps they may do one another good," said Maggie. 
" You know quite often our faults seem a great deal worse when 
we see them in other people, and so Carrie and Maude may take 
a lesson, from one another. However,'* doubtfully, ** * Birds of a 
feather flock together,' so perhaps, after all, they may only en- 
courage one another." 

Maggie was even more fond of proverbs than was Lily; 
indeed, it was in imitation of her friend that Lily so frequently 
garnished her speech with those adornments, although she did not 
always apply them as aptly as her model did. 

" Yes/' assented Lily, adding with an expression of virtuous 
indignation, " I never could bear inquisitive people, and if there is 
anything despisable, I think it is a meddler." 

Here the colloquy was brought to an end by the sight of the 
hare, who came stealing out from behind the shelter of the hedge, 
as if all unconscious of the two hounds so snugly concealed by the 
althea bushes, and who immediately pounced upon her, and with 
shouts of triumph carried her ofT to the goal. 
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The hare, who was no other than Carrie Ransom, struggled 
violently, and if her captors had but noticed it, with more of temper 
than was natural, if it were only from the fact that she had been 
taken. And, indeed, it was by no means play with Carrie now, for 
she had just been proving in her own person the truth of the old 
and oft-repeated proverb, that " Listeners hear no good of them- 
selves." It must be said in justice to her, however, that she had 
not taken her place behind the althea bushes with the intention of 
listening, although she did know that Maggie and Lily were there 
on the other side. At first she had thought of calling out •* No 
play," and making her presence known ; then, as she caught her 
own name, curiosity and the desire to know what her playmates 
would say of her kept her quiet She had done it almost without 
thought, and now she was ashamed, frightened, and angry, doubt- 
ful whether Maggie And Lily had detected her or no. 

But she presenriy saw that they did not suspect her, and had 
no idea that she had been near them before they discovered her 
creeping round the bushes, so she concealed the resentment she 
felt at what they had said, and made no farther resistance. But for 
the rest of the afternoon she was restless, fretful, and ill at ease 
making vain efforts to seem happy and interested in the amuse- 
ments of the rest, while all her companions wondered " what ailed 
Carrie," and none more so than the unsuspecting Maggie and Lily 
For with them she was especially captious, and gave them reason 
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to believe that she was, as Lily phrased it, "real mad with 
them." 

Maggie, always charitable and ready to find excuses for others, 
believed that she could not be well, or that something had trou- 
bled her before she came to Miss Ashton's house ; but Lily, less 
indulgent, scouted the latter idea, for Carrie had been as bright 
and pleasant as usual when she first came, and it did not seem pos- 
sible that anything could have occurred to disturb her since then. 

" Anyhow," said Lily indignantly, '* she has no business to go 
about acting in this anonymous sort of a manner, neyer telling a 
person what is the matter with her, or if any one has done any- 
thing to offend her. I think mysteries are very nice when they are 
about delightful surprises, or anything of that sort, and you know 
they will come out afterward ; but I think offended mysteries, or 
sulkiness, are perfectly awful." 

"A forfeit! A forfeit for the Peanut Fund," cried half a dozen 
voices, and Mabel Walton, running up the piazza steps, and into the 
house, presently returned with a toy savings bank, into which Lily 
dropped a penny which she took from her pocket. 

" You always seem to have your peanut-fund pennies about 
you," said Maggie. " The rest of us often have to put promises to 
pay, and bring the pennies afterward, but you almost always have 
money with you." 

'*I have to," answered Lily, still with a disapproving eye upon 
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the mournful Carrie, who stood disconsolately leaning against the 
old-fashioned sun-dial, which to the children was a marvel of an- 
tiquity. " I have to, because I am always having to put in it. 
The way I say awful is perfectly awful ; but I can't help it, it just 
comes out when I'm not thinking." 

This assertion, the truth of which was so forcibly proved by 
the very words in which it was uttered, was received with peals of 
laughter by the other children, and it was actually necessary to 
explain to Lily the cause of their merriment before she was aware 
that she had again allowed the obnoxious word to escape her, and 
that she was once more called upon to add to the ** Peanut Fund." 
And now a word or two respecting this same ** Peanut Fund." 
The use of the words "awful" and "awfully" had become so fre- 
quent in the school that Miss Ashton had expostulated on the sub- 
ject, reminding her young pupils that it was not only as a general 
thing unnecessary, but often absurd in the way in which it was 
applied. Therefore, by way of curing themselves and one another 
of this habit, the girls had instituted a penny fine whenever the 
words were unnecessarily used, and some discussion having arisen 
as to what was to be done with the money when it had reached a 
sum of any amount, it had been resolved to devote it to the benefit 
of Jerry Scott,' a lame boy in whom the whole school, and Fanny 
Leroy especially, were very much interested. Jerry had been set 
up in the peanut business by Harold Leroy, as a partial amende for 
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an injury which he had, in a moment of ungovernable and sorely 
repented fury, inflicted upon him, and the cripple's trade had flour- 
ished under the patronage of Harold's schoolmates and friends, and 
those of his sister Fanny. So the " Awful Fund/' or the " Peanut 
Fund," as it came to be called later, went into Jerry Scott's coffers, 
as every now and then an investment in peanuts was made for the 
delectation of the whole class. It need hardly be said that lapses 
into the use of the tabooed word met with prompt attention on the 
part of the hearers. Lily, as may be judged, was the most frequent 
offender ; and it was well for her that she was comfortably supplied 
with pocket-money, or her funds would usually have been at a low 
ebb. 

'* But," she said laughingly, as she dropped the second penny 
into the box, " Miss Ashton told us that we ought only to say 
' awful ' when a thing could inspire awe, and I am sure it is enough 
to inspire awe to see Carrie's face this afternoon. Bessie, do go and 
see if you cannot make her tell you what ails her, or if you cannot 
put her in a better humor." 

Bessie, the peacemaker of the school, who had always the will, 
and usually the tact, to pour oil upon troubled waters, did as she 
was asked ; but, although she did succeed in bringing Carrie to a 
better humor, she could not persuade her to tell what was the mat- 
ter with her. The truth was that Carrie was both afraid and 
ashamed to confess that she had overheard and listened to a con- 
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versation not intended for her ears. But she concluded to come and 
join in the amusements of her playmates, although it was in a half- 
hearted manner, which showed that she was putting some force upon 
herself, and which still excited the wonder of the rest 

Before they separated that evening, Maggie and Bessie Brad- 
ford received an invitation from Fanny Leroy to come and spend 
the next day — Saturday — ^with her, and were asked to bring with 
them their little brother Frankie. They gladly accepted, depending, 
of course, upon the permission of their mother, which they were 
almost sure of obtaining ; and Fanny was just charging them to 
" be sure and come early," as they were about to part at the corner 
of the block on which the Leroys lived, when Charlie came running 
up to them, brimming over with the news he had to communicate, 
and bade Fanny to " guess what had happened." 

Fanny, always quick to apprehend evil for those whom she 
loved, asked, ** Is any one ill or hurt ? " 

" Oh, bother, no ! " answered Charlie. ** Do I look as if any- 
thing is the matter ? " 

" Well, you do not look heart-broken," said Harry Bradford, 
who was performing escort duty for his sisters and Fanny Leroy ; 
" but neither do you look more than usually jolly." 

** I don't know that it is anything to be specially jolly about,** 
said Charlie. " / think it s rather a bore. See there, Fan ; what 
does that look like ? " 
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And he pointed down the street to where, in the gathering twi- 
light of the long June day, could be seen an express wagon piled 
with trunks standing before their own door. 

" Some one has come," said Fanny. " It*s not — why, it coidd 
not be the Griswolds ! " 

"But it is," answered Charlie; "just the Griswolds — ^uncle, 
aunt, and cousin." 

** When did they come ? " asked Fanny. 

" You had not been gone five minutes when a telegram came 
to say they would be here this evening ; and half an hour ago they 
made their appearance. Come on, Fan, and see them." 

" But mamma did not expect them until the day after to-mor- 
row," said Fanny, rather as if, this being the case, the guests had no 
right to come sooner. 

" Well, they're here now, anyway," answered Charlie, " and 
that girl knows as much as if she'd been in the house a month. 
Don't take her long to find out the ins and outs of things." 

" What girl ? " asked Fanny. " Maude ? " 

" Yes, Maude," said Charlie. 

" Well, you will see her to-morrow, then," said Fanny, turning 
to Maggie and Bessie ; and then, bidding one another good-night, 
they passed on their respective ways. 
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CHAPTER III. 



PAUL PRY IN PETTICOATS. 



" Well, of all the Paul Prys that ever I saw, that girl is the 
Paul Pryest,'* said Charlie emphatically, the moment that their 
young friends had left them. '* Fan, you never heard anything like 
the string of questions she has been asking, beginning from the 
very instant she came into the house. And she's of the kind that 
pokes her nose into everything, and she's not one bit shame-faced 
about it either. Why, when they were on their way up-stairs, she 
pulled open the door of the closet in the second-story hall, and 
asked, ' Where does this go to ? ' Then she stuck her head into 
mamma s dressing-room, and took Hal by surprise. I never saw 
such a girl in all my life. If that is her style, I'll fix her off, as sure 
as my name is Charlie Leroy. I'll put a trap for her." 

" Why, how queer," said Fanny, hardly noticing his threats in 
her astonishment at hearing of such doings on the part of this stran- 
ger cousin ; **how queer, and in a house where she was not the least 
bit acquainted. You know papa said she was an inquisitive, med- 
dling child ; but I didn't think she would dare do so just at the 
very first." 
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" You'll see for yourself before long/* said Charlie ; and by this 
time they had reached their own steps, and went in. 

" What a pretty girl ! " was Fanny's first thought as she met 
her cousin Maude. ** Pretty, and so pleasant-looking ! " and the 

* 

prejudice which Charlie's account had excited for a few moments 
passed away for the time as she met the bright, smiling eyes, and 
received the kiss of the rosy lips which Maude offered on the 
instant 

" I wish Charlie had not said that about her," she said to her- 
self, as the favorable impression deepened from moment to moment. 
•* I don't believe she is a Paul Pry at all." 

But then came the recollection of the facts which Charlie had 
brought forward as proofs of his accusations, and not many minutes 
had passed before Miss Maude herself gave evidences of her ruling 
characteristics. 

" How old are you ? " was her first question to Fanny, which, 
however, the latter thought natural enough, that being a subject on 
which most little girls like to satisfy themselves in regard to one 
another; but from that, Maude proceeded to ask the respective 
ages of every member of the family. 

Presently she asked Fanny if she would let her see her room. 
Fanny complied ; and, as they were passing through the hall and by 
the table, she took up the broad-brimmed straw-hat which Fanny 
had thrown there, and turning it about, said : 
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" What a lovely white plume ! How much did it cost ? " 

'* I do not know," answered Fanny. 

"Who bought it for you ? "♦asked Maude. 

"Mamma, of course," said Fanny, "at least she bought it for 
EUy last year ; but Ella did not want it this summer, so mamma had 
it put in my hat." 

*' Well, and how much did she give for it when she bought it 
for Ella ? " 

"Why, I don't know," said Fanny, wondering more and more 
at this persistent questioning on a matter which could not in the least 
concern Maude. " I never asked." 

" Don't you like to know how much your things cost ? " said 
Maude, putting down the hat, and following her cousin up-stairs. 

"I don't care at all," said Fanny. "What difference can it 
make to me ? " 

" Why just to know," answered Maude. " When mamma buys 
me anything I always ask her how much it cost." 

" I'll warrant you do," said Charlie, in a low tone, as he caught 
the words, he having just come from the parlor and preceded the 
little girls up the stairs as they were talking at their foot. " There's 
not much you don't ask, and find out, too." 

When they reached the room occupied by Fanny and her 
older sister, Ella, Maude scrutinized everything narrowly, again 
asking the price of this and that, although Fanny could seldom give 
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her any information on this point ; for, as she said, she did not care 
to know herself. 

Having made a general inspection of the room and its fur- 
niture, and the pretty trifles around, Maude proceeded to open 
boxes, baskets, etc., until at last Fanny, who was fast losing her 
first agreeable impressions, proposed that they should go down- 
stairs again. 

** I want to speak to Harold for a moment," said Fanny, who 
had not seen her favorite brother since she came in. ** Will you 
come in too, Maude ? " 

Maude followed into the room where Harold was a prisoner. 
He gave his sister a warm welcome, to Maude a more doubtful one; 
for, on the occasion of her first visit to his quarters she had not rec- 
ommended herself to his good graces, and the expression of his 
opinion had been even more forcible and uncomplimentary than 
that of Charlie. 

When the girls entered the room the three boys were there, 
Harold reading, Felix turning himself about before a full-length 
mirror, and regarding himself over his shoulder with an air of satis- 
faction and lofty indifference to the teasing comments of Charlie, 
who, lounging in an arm-chair in an attitude more luxurious than 
elegant, was watching his brother with a mocking expression, and 
making various joking remarks upon his appearance. 

*' Are you going out this evening, Felix ? " asked Fanny, seeing 
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that he was more dressed than usual, although he was rather re- 
markable for the neatness and care of his dress. 

** No, he is not," said Charlie, speaking before Felix could 
answer ; **but he has a new suit home from the tailor s, so he has 
put it on, and is trying to see himself as others see him. He wants 
to judge what the effect will be on his charmer." 

" Who is his charmer ? " instantly asked Maude, who at the 

moment was measuring heights with Fanny. 

• 

** That's telling," answered Charlie, " and Fe will put my head 

between my ears if I do tell — reason why, because he is not her 

charmer; she snubs him awfully. But Fe is the lady's man 

among us. Hal and I don't hanker much after girls." 

With which civil speech the irrepressible and candid youth 
sprang from his chair, caught Fanny by the shoulder, and twirled 
her round; then darted from the room, and precipitated himself 
down-stairs as only a boy, and that a heedless one, can do. 

Meanwhile Harold had laid aside his book to ask his sister 
about her afternoon's amusement ; and Maude made a general tour 
of the room, touching this, that, and the other thing, as she had 
done up-stairs, opening her uncle's dressing-case and fingering its 
contents, peeping into vases and bottles, and even unlatching the 
door of a closet and looking therein, to find nothing more interest- 
ing than a number of gentlemen's garments hanging there, while all 
three of her cousins regarded her with still increasing disapprobation. 
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At length, and just as Fanny, seeing that she annoyed Harold, 

. was about to propose that they should go down-stairs, she took up 

the book which Harold had laid down, and, after looking at the 

title, turned to the fly-leaf, and read therefrom, " Henry Bradford, 

Jun." 

"Who is Henry Bradford ? " she asked. 

*' My friend," answered Harold shortly. 

" It seems to me I hear of nothing but Bradfords," said Maude, 
with her pleasant smile. •* Fanny was talking about Maggie Brad- 
ford and Bessie Bradford up-stairs. Maggie had given her this, 
and Bessie had given her that, and the girls I saw her talking to at 
the corner of the street were the Bradfords ; the Bradfords are com- 
ing to spend the day to-morrow ; and now Harold's book belongs 
to Henry Bradford. You all sing the same song. Is Henry Brad- 
ford a brother of Maggie and Bessie ? " 

" Yes," Fanny answered, although Maude had looked to Har- 
old for the response, which he did not seem inclined to give, he 
being quite out of patience with her. " Let us go down-stairs." 

"Tell me more about the Bradfords," said the insatiable 
Maude, as she and Fanny went down together. ** Is either Mag- 
gie or Bessie your brother Felix's charmer, as Charlie calls her?" 

" No," answered Fanny. 

" Who is, then ? " 

But Fanny was saved from the difficulty of giving an answer 
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which she did not wish to give by hearing her father's voice calling 
her name, and she hastened to see what he would have. He asked 
her to do some little errand for him, and while she was away 
Maude returned to the charge, taking Charlie, whom she found 
upon the balcony, as her point of attack. 

** Tell me about all these Bradfords," she said. 

" What about them ? " asked Charlie in his turn. 

"Why, you all seem to have so much to say of them,'' said his 
cousin. "Is either Maggie or Bessie Felix's charmer? I want 
to know that, and tell me about them." 

"They are charming, both Maggie and Bessie," said Charlie ; 
"so every one says ; but I don't know that Felix takes to one more 
than the other. But we are all very intimate with them, thick as 
hops, and you'll see enough of the Bradfords this summer, for their 
place and ours at Newport are just next to one another, and Mag- 
gie and Bessie and our Fan are always and forever together, walk- 
ing and talking, studying and playing, awfully intimate, telling one 
another all their secrets, and all that. You'll see." 

" Secrets ? " said Maude. 

" Yes," answered provoking Charlie, with a twinkle in his eye 
which the darkness did not permit Maude to observe, "lots of 
secrets. They've a big one now, and they're always going away 
into corners by themselves to talk it over." 

" What is it ? " asked Maude. 
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** Why, how should I know ? I tell you it's a secret," answered 
Charlie. 

** Can't you coax them to tell you ? " persisted Maude. 

** You don't suppose I'd ask another person to tell me a secret 
if they didn't offer to," said Charlie, putting into his tone as much 
surprise and virtuous indignation as he could, for the purpose of 
civilly annihilating the little Miss Inquisitive. " Really, Maude, 
although you do not know me very well, you might give me credit 
for something better than that." 

But still Maude was not abashed. 

" I don't think it's anything so very dreadful," she said ** I 
often ask people to tell me their secrets, and sometimes they 

do." 

**Ah, but not such a secret as this," said Charlie, bent on 
aggravating her curiosity to the utmost " This is something so 
very important." 

** How do you know ? " asked Maude. " If they have not told 
you, how can you know it is something so very important ? " 

*• Oh, I can tell just by the way they act," said Charlie. ** Be- 
sides, those girls, our Fan and the Bradfords, are not your silly kind, 
always getting up mysteries about nothing ; if they pretend to have 
a secret, you may be sure it is something worth knowing. '^ 

Charlie's mischievous purpose had answered. Curiosity dire 

» 

and insatiable took possession of Maude s soul, and she resolved 
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forthwith to "coax" Fanny to tell her Bessie's secret, or, failing" 
that, to persuade Bessie herself to take her into her confidence 
without delay. 

When the little girls had gone up-stairs for the night, she came 
from the small room which had been assigned to her, and which 
was next to that occupied by Ella and Fanny, into the latter, for, as 
she said, ** a little talk." 

Fanny, being very weary with the afternoon's frolic and a long* 
evening, for she had been up much later than usual, could have 
dispensed with this, especially as she had the prospect of having 
her cousin with her for the whole summer, and they would have 
plenty of opportunities for ** little talks ; " but she was too polite to 
let this be seen, and made Maude welcome. 

Maude at once introduced the subject at present nearest to her 

heart. 

** Is your friend Bessie Bradford nice?*' she asked. 

** Indeed she is, she is lovely,'* Fanny answered ; ** all the girls 
like her. Maggie, and Bessie, and Belle Powers, and Lily Norris. 
and I are inseparables, and we are very intimate, and tell one 
another all our secrets." 

** Have you any secrets now ? ** asked Maude eagerly. 

" Yes," answered Fanny simply, without giving her any further 
satisfaction. 

*' With Bessie Bradford ? " continued Maude. 
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Fanny turned a pair of annoyed and disapproving eyes upon 
her. 

" Why do you ask me that ? " she said. 

** Because Charlie said you had a great secret with Bessie 
Bradford, you and your other inseparables, and I want to 
know " 

'* Charlie ought to be ashamed of himself," burst forth Fanny, 
too much annoyed and too indignant to wait for the conclusion of 
Maude's speech. *• He had no business to tell you there was a 
secret when he only found it out by accident himsdf. And," she 
added to herself, '' when he knew what an inquisitive, meddling 
girl you are. " 

" I don't see why he should not tell me," said Maude, with a lit- 
tle pout. Then, more pleasantly, " I think you might tell me about 
it, Fanny, when I am your cousin." 

" It's not my secret," said Fanny coldly. ** I have not even told 
Elly, and she is my sister. And," she added after a pause, "it is 
not anything that you would care to know, or that would be at all 
interesting to you." 

** I always like to know a secret, and I'll never, never tell any 
one else if you'll only tell me," pleaded Maude. ** I think you 
might, Fanny." 

But Fanny, as in duty bound, was faithful to her trust, although 
her cousin argued, coaxed, and even offended her by offering her a 
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bribe in the shape of " a lovely necktie.'* She was relieved at last 
by the entrance of her sister Ella, who was not a little astonished to 
find that neither of the girls was ready for bed, although Fanny 
had made more progress in that way than Maude, who had not yet 
even commenced to undress herself 

*'I want Fanny to tell me something, and she won't," said 
Maude, in answer to Ella's expostulation. 

**Well, if she won't she won't," said Ella laughing. "I know 
no one better at keeping a secret than Fanny ; so you are losing 
time in begging for it, Maude. You had better go to bed ; it is 
late, and you will be too tired to-morrow, after your journey. And 

« 

here comes Ann to do your hair, Fanny," she added, as a servant 
entered the room ; and Maude, who stood a little in awe of her 
older cousin, retreated to her own room, where her inquisitive little 
brain was soon quiet for the next few hours. Her last thought in 
dropping to sleep, however, was, " As soon as I know Bessie Brad- 
ford I will see if I cannot find out the secret from her." 



MISS ASHTON. 
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CHAPTER IV. 



THE MYSTERY. 



Now the secret about which so much had been said, and which 
was so agitating Maude's soul, was, after all, nothing of very great 
importance, no affair of state, and it was already shared by half a 
dozen, each one of whom, however, had proved herself as trust- 
worthy as Fanny had done. But teasing Charlie, who had soon dis- 
covered Maude's weak point — it never took any one long to do 
that — had made much of it, and done his utmost to aggravate her 
ruling passion. 

And this was the secret which Bessie Bradford had arranged, 
and into which she had perforce — for the carrying out of her plans 
— taken several of her classmates. 

. Miss Ashtons birthday was on the first of July, and Maggie, at 
Bessie's suggestion, had composed some verses, really very pretty, 
and exceedingly creditable for a girl of her age, in honor of that 
occasion. These verses had been set to music by Mrs. Rush, <vho 
was connected by marriage with the Bradford family ; but whom it 
pleased the young people of that household to consider as a very 
near and dear relation, and who was always called '' Aunt May " by 
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them. Maggie and Bessie Bradford, Lily Norris, and Fanny Leroy, 
all of whom had sweet voices and were fond of music, were learning- 
the song, so that they might sing it together for Miss Ashton on her 
birthday ; and it was to be kept from her knowledge, so that it might 
be a pleasant surprise to her. But of course Belle Powers, who was 
the constant companion of Maggie and Bessie, had to be taken into 
their confidence — it would never do to keep it from her ; but no one 
else in the class was to know anything about it. It was not sup- 
posed that any one would purposely betray it, but it might leak out 
in some way if many knew of it ; and besides, there was a delight- 
ful sense of mystery in thus keeping it a secret. 

Nor was this all. Belle Powers had a most unusual talent for 
drawing and painting, and her artistic powers were called into re- 
quisition for a picture to adorn the cover of the manuscript song, 
which was to be neatly copied, both words and music, and presented 
to Miss Ashton on the birthday, as a joint gift from the five little 
girls. 

Belle had succeeded in arranging a beautiful group of flowers, 
quite a marvel of art for one so young, and great were the triumph 
and delight of admiring coadjutors at the promised result. Nothing 
was wanting now, they thought, to make the ** surprise*' a great 
success. Nor were their older friends without interest and pleasure 
in this, to the little ones, great undertaking. 

" See, papa ; this is my very own invention," said Belle proudly, 
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displaying the picture she had drawn and colored as a pattern, 
and which was to be copied with exceeding care upon the sheet to 
be presented to Miss Ashton ; and she received all the sympathy and 
praise which she coveted from that beloved source, and which, in 
this case, was richly deserved. An only and motherless child, Belle 
was her father's one darling, and it was not to be wondered at if he 
did look with a loving and indulgent eye upon all that she did. But 
less partial observers might really have given her much credit for 
this effort of genius. 

Belle had put the finishing touches to the first draught of her 
picture on the evening of Friday, after her return from the garden 
party ; and when she went to Fanny Leroy's, on Saturday, she car- 
ried it with her that she might show it to her partners, and receive 
their verdict and approval thereon. 

The four little girls — Maggie and Bessie, Lily and Fanny — were 
in the habit of meeting at Mrs. Rush's house two or three times a 
week to practice the song ; and on the morning of Saturday Fanny 
asked her cousin Maude to excuse her for an hour or so, as she had 
an engagement to keep. 

" Let me go with you," said Maude. 

" I can't," said Fanny. ** I'm sorry, but it is a private engage- 
ment." 

" What is it for ? " asked Maude. " Is it your secret with Bes- 
sie Bradford ? " 
5 
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**Yes/' answered Fanny, turning to leave the room as she 
spoke, for she foresaw that she would be subjected to farther ques- 
tioning and urging on the matter. 

But Maude followed, and continued to press her until she had 
put on her hat and left the house. 

Little Robbie Leroy was a boy who kept his eyes and his ears 
open, and the former had taken note with strong disapproval of 
Maude's meddling ways ; while the latter had drunk in, not only all 
her questioning, but also the various comments made by his family 
on the annoying, irritating ways of the little inquisitive. Moreover, 
Master Robbie had a very sensitive conscience on the subject of 
other people's peccadilloes ; for his own — well, it would have been 
difficult to persuade him that he had any of his own. For the pre-, 
vailing sentiment in Rob's mind was that he was himself about as 
near perfection as it was possible for a human being to be ; a com- 
fortable conviction which was fostered by his nurse. Aunt Sylvia, 
who took no small credit to herself for his good conduct. That 
Robbie was **a good boy" it was impossible to deny; he *'came 
when he was called, and did as he was bid ; " but he was an unmiti- 
gated little prig, and his sense of his own merits was overwhelming. 
To keep these before the public, and to contrast them with the 
shortcomings of others, was his delight, and he was growing so in- 
sufferable that his elder brothers, and even his more indulgent 
mother and sisters, began to feel that he needed to be ' * taken down." 
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The boy had a great flow of language, or, as the admiring 
Aunt Sylvia and Aunt Becky phrased it, ** the gift of the gab un- 
common strong." He was in the habit of holding impromptu 
gatherings, or "churches," as he called them, wherein he enacted 
the part of clergyman, and such of his family and friends as he 
could induce to attend, the part of congregation, this giving him 
the opportunity of airing his sentiments on the faults and follies of 
mankind in general, and his hearers in particular. 

Candor compels me to admit that he was not always listened 
to without protest or interruption when his remarks became too 
personal, or too severely wounded the self-love of any of his 
audience; and, indeed, members of the congregation had been 
known to leave during the delivery of the discourse, seriously 
offended by too pointed thrusts. Considerations of delicacy never 
withheld him from these, and an abrupt departure was always con- 
sidered by him as a proof of a roused and stinging conscience, the 
fruit of his own eloquence. Still, Robbie's sermons afforded much 
amusement, and Fanny's friends, when spending the day with her, 
were generally ready to spare a portion of their time and lend their 
ears to Rob. 

To discover a new subject with a fault like Maude's excessive 
curiosity was nuts to Robbie, and he immediately resolved to un- 
dertake the correction and improvement of his cousin by his usual 
method as soon as opportunity offered. 
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Fanny was too loyal to make any complaints or uncompliment- 
ary remarks concerning her new guest to her young friends ; and so 
Lily, Belle, and the two Bradford children all went home with her 
after the singing lesson, prepared to meet Maude in the most 
friendly spirit. 

Maude was so pretty, and had such a winning manner, that 
she made at first a most favorable impression ; but it was not 
long before her ruling passion asserted itself, and that to such 
a degree that the little guests were not only astonished but dis- 
gusted. 

She inquired the price of dresses, sashes, and lockets, where 
they came from, and so forth — matters on which most of the young 
owners had not troubled themselves ; and asked many other ques- 
tions about their families, circumstances, and home surroundings, 
which were nothing less than impertinent, and which could hardly 
be supposed to interest a stranger. 

Nor was it long before she began to question one and another 
about the secret First she tried Belle Powers, drawing her aside, 
and beginning to beg her to reveal it to her; but Belle at first 
seemed not to understand what she would have, then stared at her 
incredulously, and ran off in a state of virtuous indignation. 

With Lily Norris, who was the next one she attacked on the 
subject, she was even less successful. Lily, as we are aware, already 
knew something of Maude's character as an inquisitive, meddling 
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little woman, and half an hour in her company had given her strong 
confirmation of the report she had heard. Lily was plain-spoken 
and energetic at all times, and especially so if she thought any one 
was departing from the ways of strict truth or honor. She had a 
scorn of anything mean or ungenerous, and never hesitated to ex- 
press it ; and to try to find out that which one was not intended to 
know appeared to her the very height of meanness. Despite the 
facts that Maude was a stranger to her, and a relative of her little 
hostess, and notwithstanding all her dread of being considered 
** antipoliting," she could not refrain from expressing her views, 
and she blazed forth upon Maude with, 

'* I never heard of anything so mean in all my life as to try to find 
out another person's secret; and Til thank you, miss, not to think that 
I'm such a bird of your feather as to tell it. I think it is as bad as — 
as " — stealing was the term which rose to Lily's lips, but she would 
not go as far as that, and exchanged it for " as bad as being dishon- 
est to try to find out what you are not meant to know. Another 
person's secret belongs to them just as much as anything you can 
touch belongs to them, and you have no right to try to take it from 
them." 

** Pshaw ! How ridiculously particular you are," said Maude ; 
" and why shouldn't I know the secret as well as you ? " 

** Because I'm in it," answered Lily; "but for all that, it's not 
my secret, at least not my very own, for it was Bessie's invention, and 
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she wants it kept perfectly within us inseparables, and no one else 
can know it unless she chooses." 

" ril ask Maggie and Bessie to tell me, then," said Maude ; and 
she walked away to find one or both of the sisters, and see if she 
could induce one of them to satisfy her curiosity. 

" What a girl ! " said Lily, half to herself, half to Robbie, who 
at that moment came up to her. '* I never saw any one so inquis- 
itive in my life." 

''Yes, did you ever see such a questioner girl? " said Rob. 

The spirit of mischief, at all times an intimate associate and 
chosen familiar of Lily, here entered into her, and incited her to 
instigate Rob to launch some of his arrows at Maude's besetting 
fault 

'* Preach a sermon at her, Robbie," she said. " Have a church 
and preach at her, and see if it will do her good." 

*' It's just what Fm going to," answered Robbie, beaming with 
self-complacency and satisfaction, for although he had intended, if 
possible, to do this very thing, he was pleased to have Lily ask it 
One may be quite conscious of one's own powers, but it is none the 
less flattering to have them called into service. '* I'm going to. But 
then, Lily," he added, "will you promise not to go out of the church 
before it is done, and not to let any of the rest of the congration 
go? It's too awfully mean of congrations to do that, and not a bit 
real either." 



BESSIE BRADFORD'S SECRET. 



73 



For Robbie meditated treating his cousin s shortcomings with 
extreme severity ; and seeing that here was one member of the pro- 
posed congregation who was like-minded with himself, he intended 
to look to her for support if he saw symptoms of disapprobation 
or coming defection among his hearers. Moreover, he knew that 
Lily was one of his admirers; she thought his discourses "great 
fun," and was always ready to listen and approve. Hence she and 
her faults were pretty sure to escape scot;-free. 

" I'll stay myself, and I'll keep the others if I can," she prom- 
ised ; " but then you mustn't say anything very dreadfully severe, 
Rob. You know you sometimes do, and Maude is quite new among 
us, and you must be a little polite to her." 

"Yes, I will," said Robbie; '*but she deserves somelhtng-, you 
know, and sermons are always meant to do people good." 

" Yes, but they don't always," said Lily, '* specially if they make 
people mad. Be careful, Robbie." 

Robbie promised, and ran off to the nursery to prepare his 
** church," while Lily went to the other side of the room, where the 
rest of the little girls were discussing and comparing dolls. 

" Robbie is going to have one of his churches," she said, " and 
I've promised to go. Let's all go." 

"Yes," said one and another; and Bessie, turning to Maude, 
said, " Robbie is so clever, and his churches are real fun. We always 
like him to have one when we come to spend the day with Fanny." 
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Fanny was the only one of the young party who demurred to 
the proposed entertainment. Experience had taught her that there 
was too much danger that the sensibilities of some of her guests 
might be wounded ; and having seen Robbie cast a severe and dis- 
approving eye upon Maude when she was at some of her meddlings 
tricks, she feared that this weak point of her cousin's would meet 
with some rough handling. But she did not quite like to say 
so, and so allowed the thing to go on, trusting that Robbie's 
thoughts might take some other turn for the theme of his dis- 
course. 

It was with a half-guilty feeling that Lily took her seat among 
the other members of the congregation, a consciousness that she 
had allowed her love of mischief and desire for " fun " to have the 
better of her sense of right, and the knowledge that she was not 
fulfilling the golden rule. She knew that she would not have been 
pleased if some one among her playmates had urged Robbie on to 
touch upon some fault or foible of her own. 

Robbie was wise in his generation, and he would not at once 
proceed to the main point of his discourse, lest Fanny or some 
other of his hearers who knew his ways should stop him, but he led 
gradually up to it. 

Having appointed Frankie Bradford as "organ- man," the ser- 
vices were opened, and having been conducted with as much brev- 
ity as was considered at all suitable, the sermon, which was the 
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chief attraction both to the older members of the congregation and 
to the minister himself, was commenced : 

" Ladies and gentlemen. The minister is not going to tell 
you the text at first, but give you the conundrum of guessing it 
when he is done, and we'll see who is the smartest to guess. It is 
a hymn about something, and you'll see what. But first the minis- 
ter has to tell you that if you don't be very pious and sober, he's 
going to have you put out of church. He'll turn the organ-man 
into a policeman, and come down out of his pulpit and help put you 
out ; biit he'd rather not have any row about it, 'cause rows are not 
so very pious, even if they are in churches and the minister does 
help in them. So look out for yourselves, 'cause the minister can 
tell you that rows are not half so improvin' as his sermons. If you 
want to have ministers pleased with you, you ought to look at noth- 
ing and think about nothing but them when they are preaching, 
and you ought to try to please ministers more than anybody." 

Robbie's lofty views of his assumed calling were not shared by 
all his hearers, and he here met with an objection. 

** Not deir mammas and papas," said Dot, as he paused for 
breath. " Dey ought to please deir papas and mammas most. 

The orator was too much used to such interruptions and criti- 
cisms to be astonished or checked thereby, but they always dis- 
pleased him ; and Dot, shrinking from meeting the severe eye 
which she knew would be turned upon her, avoided it by pretend- 
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ing to be absorbed in the arrangement of her sash, which necessi- 
tated the turning of her face over her shoulder. She thus escaped 
severe rebuke, for, being one of his faithful and attentive hearers, 
he would not annihilate her as he would have done another by 
words. Moreover, Dot s loyalty to her father and mother and 
their opinions was so determined and unhesitating that he knew it 
was of no use to assail the expression of it. 

"The minister excuses very young people who don't know any 
better if they think he makes any mistakes," he proceeded. " He s 
always doing as he would be done by, the minister is, and if he was 
very^ young himself and ever made any mistakes he might like peo- 
ple to excuse him. The hymn the minister is going to preach 
about was made a great while ago, and he b'lieves it was made by 
the Father of Lies. If the Father of Lies was alive now, he'd be 
very fond of this minister, and like to come and hear his sermons.*' 

" Who is the Father of Lies ? *' asked one of his wondering 
hearers, marveling at this extraordinary boast. 

" George Washington, of course ! " ejaculated the orator with 
ineffable scorn for the ignorance of the questioner^ who was Maggie 
Bradford. 

A suppressed murmur and giggle ran through the congrega- 
tion as they heard this novel biographical .statement, and the gig- 
gle was repeated at intervals all through the remainder of the exer- 
cises. This was too much for the gravity of even the most sedate 
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among his hearers. Dot tittered because the older girls did so, 
although she was too young to understand the point of the joke ; 
and only Aunt Sylvia maintained a sober countenance, she bevig 
rather shocked. 

" The sermon is going to be about wolves," continued the rev- 
erend gentleman, " and you needn't think that wolves are not pious 
enough to preach about, 'cause they are, being kind of relations to 
bears, and bears get talked about in the Bible, the 'Lisha bears, 
you know ; and, besides, these are not real wolves, but a kind of 
po'try ones that the minister knows about." 

■ 

Fanny drew a breath of relief; it seemed to her that Robbie 
was on a tack from whence he would hardly give cause of offense 
to Maude or any one else among her guests, and she thought all 
safe for this time. Alas ! Even yet she hardly knew Robbie s capa- 
bilities, nor was she aware of his latest literary attainment, a poem 
which had taken his fancy, and which he had, with the quickness 
and cleverness which distinguished him, committed to memory as 
likely to prove useful on just such occasions as this, a poem repre- 
senting various faults in the guise of ravening wolves. And pres- 
ently she found reason to believe that she had been premature in 
her self-congratulations. 

•'They're po'try wolves, I told you, and they don't go about 
eating things and people up ; but they make them bad, awfully bad. 
They get in the inside of 'em, that's what I mean, and make their 
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souls bad so they do horrid things. But the hymn about them 
says: 

' You never need fear, little children, to meet 
A wolf in the garden, the wood, or the street 
Red Riding Hood's story is only a fable ; 
I'll give you its moral as well as I'm able.' 

*' That's some of the lines of it, and it meaijs bad faults like 
wolves eat up the goodness inside of you. There's one kind of a 
wolf named Bad Temper, and oh, he's awful ! The minister don't 
see any one in this congration that has him in 'em ; they're all 
pretty nice that way and don't get cross and be in passions ; but 
it's good to preach about, all the same, so you can look out for 
him. 

* Beware of this wolf, little children, beware ! ' 

'* That's one of the wolves. Then the next one comes along is 
Greediness. He's an awful wolf, too. 

* And Greediness, that's like the wolf in the wood. 
With the very large mouth, ever prowling for food. 
That eats so much more than for health can be good. 
That would clear a whole pastry-cook's shop if it could, 
That never a dainty to others will spare : 

Beware of this wolf, little children, beware ! ' 

' But I b'lieve none of you have him, either, and the minister 
don't, you may be sure. Wolves don't get hold of him, indeed they 
don't" 
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And the small Pharisee nodded complacently over his comfort- 
able sense of his own exceeding merit. 

"Then there's, oh! such a wolf, with very, very large eyes, 
and very, very large mouth, and such anormous, monschious ears, 
ears that would go from the other side of Madison Square way up 
to the Central Park ; and Til tell you a little about him before I 
tell you his name or the hymn verse about him. He's a wolf that 
Mediilesome Mattie — she's a po'try girl, too, but she's true — a wolf 
that Meddlesome Mattie took for her best friend, and he's the awful- 
est of all. He goes lookin' in everything, he opens boxes and closet 
doors and every place to see what's inside, never mind if they're not 
his and he hasn't any business to, he don't care for that, not one bit, 
nor do the girls he gets into. And he asks, oh ! suck lots of ques- 
tions, lots and lots, about none of his business, too. Here's the 
part of the hymn about him : 

' I know of a girl always trying to learn 

About things with which she should have no concern ; 

Such mean curiosity really appears 

To me like the wolf with the very large ears, 

All pricked up to listen, each secret to share : 

Beware of this wolf, little children, beware ! * 

" Passion, Prying, and Greediness ' — prying is the worst of 
ail, it makes you so horrid — 

* Passion, Prying, and Greediness each thus appears 
As a wolf with fierce eyes, a large mouth, or big ears ; 
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They bring to our miseries fighting and fears, 
They cause bitter quarreling, trouble, and tears ; 
Oh, chase them and cudgel them back to their lair : 
Beware of this wolf, little children, beware ! ' 

" And this is the end of the sermon. Now what is the answer 
to the conundrum ? Who is the girl the minister means ? " 

The solution was not difficult to reach ; but, as may be sup- 
posed, no one among the congregation was anxious to proclaim it, 
although the question was repeated more than once. 
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CHAPTER V. 



Charlie's trap. 



During the latter part of the discourse the clerical eye had 
been turned with, what was intended to be appalling severity upon 
the culprit for whose benefit the sermon had been delivered ; and 
not only Fanny, but also the other girls, had watched Maude with 
some apprehension, expecting to see her take offense at and resent 
the application which was so manifest to them. 

But either she did not find anything personal in it, or she was 
wonderfully good-natured, for she sat listening with no sign of an- 
noyance or anger — only intense amusement. 
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Was It possible that she did not care for having her besetting 
fault thus held up to public condemnation ? or was she really uncon- 
scious that these thrusts were directed toward her ? 

*•* Isn't he droll, and clever too ? " she said, as the services 
were brought to a close, and the congregation dismissed. ** But he 
seems to be rather proud of himself; he don't seem to think he can 
do anything wrong, if other people do. He ought to preach about 
himself a little, and not be so conceited." 

By no other sign or token did she show any consciousness that 
Robbie had aimed particularly at any one among his audience ; and 
Fanny was not a little relieved to see her as bright, smiling, and 
gay as ever. She even seemed to pay a little extra attention to the 
late orator, which, however, met with a rebuff. 

" Robbie," she said, *' what a nice sermon that was ! Where 
did you learn all that ? " 

•* Ministers never answer questions," he replied, swelling with 
self-importance, and privately pleased with the compliment to his 
powers, but in nowise mollified toward Maude thereby. ** They think 
questions are saucy, and none of people's business." 

Maude laughed, still without any apparent sense of anything 

personal in the remark ; and giving a slight pull to one of Rob's 

close-curling locks, danced off to fields and pastures new, for she had 

yet a great deal to explore and investigate on this new and untried 

ground of Mr. Leroy's household, family, and friends. 

6 
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*' Tm tired," said Maude, quite late that afternoon, as she 
began to feel the fatigue of a long day's play after her journey; 
** Vm tired, and I think I'll take my book out on the balcony and 
rest a little while." 

Charlie, on his way down-stairs in his usual headlong fashion, 
with one arm thrown over the bannister, and his feet scarcely touch- 
ing the stairs on the way, heard, and brought himself up at their 
foot, suddenly changing his mind, which had before been bent on 
the street 

Two or three minutes later, as Maude passed through the 
drawing-room, and stepped out on the front balcony, with her book 
in her hand, she saw Charlie seated on a low stool at the farther 
end, and apparently very busy with a large box, in which he made 
an elaborate show of hiding something, hastily shutting the cover 
as soon as she appeared. 

* What's that?" was Maude's first question, as he had expected 
it would be. 

- What's what ? " 

** What have you there ? What are you doing ? '' 

" That's telling ! Don't you wish you may know ^ " answered 
Charlie, teasingly. 

** Yes, tell me," pleaded Maude. 

'' It's a secret," said Chaflie. 

'* I won't tell any one," said Maude. " Do let me see, Charlie." 



BESSIE BRADFORD'S SECRET, 



83 



But Charlie, half closing his eyes, pursing up his lips, and 
shaking his head in the most aggravating manner, declared that 
this was impossible. 

True to herself, Maude persisted in her entreaties and ques- 
tions, Charlie replying to them in such a vague and mysterious 
manner as to give her no satisfaction, but so as to excite her curios- 
ity more and more. She coaxed and cajoled, pleaded and fretted, 
called him **mean," "horrid," and ''hateful," and all such names as 
little girls will use when some one or some thing does not please 
them, and promised him all manner of things if he would " only tell " 
her ; but Charlie was immovable. 

Presently Harold, down-stairs for the first time since his acci- 
dent, hobbled to the window, and out upon the balcony. 

Looking up at his brother with a startled air, as if fearful that 
he would inadvertently betray his secret, Charlie laid his finger on 
his lips, and gave a quick glance of pretended caution at the box, 
upon which he kept his hands pressed, as if to guard it from touch, 
or any attempt to open it. 

Quick-witted Harold at once took the cue, and also putting 
on an air of great mystery, said : 

" You had better put that out of sight, Charlie. What an impru- 
dent fellow you are to have it about ! One of the children or some one 
else may come upon it, and find out atout it ; and just think, then I " 

" Yes, I believe I had better put it out of sight, and see to it 
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when there is no one at all about," said Charlie with as much grav- 
ity as could possibly be expected from him. " But, oh, Hal ; it's 
splendid ! " 

And, making a new pretense of taking up the box with great 
care, he walked away with it, holding it at arm's length, and step- 
ping gingerly until he was out of Maude s sight, when, making sure 
that she had not followed him, he dropped it suddenly, without the 
slightest regard to the safety of its mysterious contents, and indulged 
himself in some wildly frantic gyrations at the success of his ruse. 
That he had left Maude in a state of agonized curiosity, he was con- 
fident, and he meant to aggravate her still further. 

'* Do you know what Charlie has in that box ? " asked Maude, 
the moment her younger cousin had disappeared, turning to Harold- 
Harold only shook his head mysteriously, and in a way which 
might signify either yes or no. 

Perhaps it was not quite right for Harold and Charlie thus to 
lead Maude into the belief that they had some important secret 
which they were anxious to conceal from her, but was it in boy na- 
ture to refrain from playing upon the overmastering foible of this 
little inquisitive ? 

It is true that the boys did not make any very strenuous exer- 
tions to resist the temptation ; but it was certainly strong. 

Maude found Harold as impracticable as Charlie had been ; 
not one word could she draw from him that gave her the least sat- 
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isfaction in regard to this mystery of Charlie's ; and the agonies of 
curiosity she underwent with the burden of thjese two secrets were 
more than she could well bear. 

Finding that she could gain no satisfaction from her elder 
cousin, she ^ent out into the hall to see if she could spy out Charlie, 
but he, meeting her with now empty hands, gave a loud whoop, 
and chased her back whence she had come. 

"They'll see if I don't find them out," she said to herself, with 
a deep sense of injury at being thus baffled on both points. *' I 
never saw such a house for secrets as my uncle's, and I think the 
children are all very hateful and impolite not to let me into them." 

For a wonder, she did not attempt to extort any information 
about Charlie's secret from Fanny. She really felt rather ashamed 
to do so, for Fanny's calm, astonished, but silent disapproval of her 
incessant questioning and prying had more effect upon her than 
many a spoken reproof. As for the little guests, she did not sup- 
pose that they would have any knowledge of Charlie's mystery ; 
and she had found that they were not to be persuaded, as far as 
their own was concerned. She must depend upon herself to unravel 
both, and she had few scruples as to the means she employed for 
that purpose. As Maggie and Bessie Bradford did not live in her 
uncle's house, it might be a niore difficult matter and take more 
time to discover their secret; but being in the house with Char- 
lie, she trusted to arrive more speedily at the knowledge of his. 
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It IS true that Maude did not exactly say this in words, even to 
herself, but the thoughts were in her heart, and were destined to bear 
fruit which in the end proved anything but satisfactory to herself. 

Robbie had had an observing eye upon her all the afternoon ; 
and, as older preachers have been before him, was much astonished 
and annoyed to find that his exhortations had taken no effect upon 
the individual for whose benefit they had been intended. 

And was it possible that Maude, like older hearers, while ap- 
proving of the sentiments of her teacher, could not learn the lesson 
which he taught, or see that it fitted to her own shortcomings ? Did 
she turn it over to some one else ? 

It seemed that it must be so ; and yet Robbie, while observing 
that his cousin had in nowise profited thereby, was mollified by the 
admiration, either real or pretended, which she expressed for his 
oratorical powers, his overweening vanity was flattered, and he was 
in consequence quite disposed to condone the offenses against which 
he had so short a time since launched the thunders of his eloquence. 
No one more open to flattery than Master Robbie, immaculate as 
he believed himself to be. 

Mr. Bradford came to take his little girls home that evening ; 
and as they were on their way, Bessie, who seemed more than 
usually thoughtful, asked : 

** Papa, is inquisitiveness a sin ?" 

** Over-inquisitivenes or too much curiosity is certainly a very 



BESSIE BRADFORD*S SECRET. 



89 



grave fault, Bessie," answered her father, " especially if it leads one 
into impertinence or prying, as it is too apt to do." 

" And people who are so very, very inquisitive are not so very 
happy, do you think they are, papa ? " said Maggie, speaking as if 
from the depths of great experience. " They are so restless and 
uneasy, always poking about, and wanting to know things which 
are none of their business." 

**That is so, too," assented her father, wondering who had so 
offended the sense of right and propriety of both his little daugh- 
ters ; but he asked no questions, and Maggie and Bessie volun- 
teered no farther information on the matter. But Lily Norris, who 
with her elder brother Tom had joined them on their homeward 
way, was less reticent. All remorse for having incited Robbie to 
** preach a sermon at Maude " was gone now that she perceived 
how little impression it had made upon her. 

"I should call it sin," she said; '* I should call it a perfect 
crime, but Maude's father and mother are very much to blame 
about it, 'cause they seem to think everything she does is quite 
perfect, and they never try to improve her one bit. Why, this 
evening, when Robbie and I went into the dining-room for a glass 
of water, Maude came too. The gentlemen, Mr. Leroy and Mr. 
Griswold, were there smoking, and Mr. Leroy was just closing that 
large case in which he keeps cigars. Maude went right up to him, 
and said, 'What's in there, uncle?' And when he looked sur- 
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prised, Mr. Griswold only laughed and said — ' Maude has the most 
insatiable thirst for information on all subjects.* He never reproved 
her, or seemed to think her curiosity at all improper or impolite. I 
never saw such a man." 

"Why," said Bessie, sagely, "if people don't bring up their 
children in the way they should go they can't expect them to go it" 

Meanwhile, as Maude and her curiosity were thus being dis- 
cussed among the little friends, Harold and Charlie Leroy were talk- 
ing together on the same subject, but from a different point of view. 

The younger brother had been divulging to the elder a plan of 
his own which, to his disgust, did not meet with the approbation of 
the latter. 

** Don't do it, Charlie, don't," said Harold. 

" Yes, I will, too," answered Charlie, decidedly. 

" Well, it's a mean trick, and especially to a girl. I wouldn't 
trick a girl," argued chivalrous Harry. 

'* Well, I'm sure she's mean enough," persisted Charlie, ** pok- 
ing, and prying, and meddling. Besides, it will be her own fault if 
she falls into it. If she don't concern herself about that which is 
none of her business, and go to trying to find out other people's 
secrets, she'll come to no harm; and if she does, she'll only be 
served right." 

Harold shook his head. 

" It may be her own doing, but you are laying a trap for her. 
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Charlie, and papa and mamma would not like it She is company, 

too." 

"Oh, bother company!" said Charlie. ''Company ought 

to behave like company, then, and not go about sticking its nose 

into everything. I've a right to make up a mystery in my own 

house if I like, and if company prys into it and punishes itself, it's 

company's own lookout. You won't tell, will you Hal?" 

•' No, I won't tell," answered Harold, who would honestly have 
been glad to have Maude fall into some trap or snare through her 
own meddling, but whose gallantry toward all girls and women 
forbade him to approve of his brother's plan. " I won't tell, but I 
never would have helped you to bamboozle her this afternoon if I 
had known what you were plotting. It would be awful, I think; 
practical jokes are hateful, and you know how papa and mamma 
detest them. Don't do it, old fellow ; it isn't only her I look at, but 
you may be sorry for it yourself afterward, and papa and mamma 
will be mad." 

Charlie was very loth to give up his cherished purpose ; but 
Harold's arguments and persuasions had some weight with him^ 
and he promised at length to do so. 

" Go and take it off now, will you ? " said Harold, " and you 
know, Charlie, it might chance that some one else would get the 
shock instead of Maude. You wouldn't want Fan or Ella or any 
of the rest of the family to be caught that way." 
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**Fan and Elly don't go poking their noses into other people's 
pies," said Charlie, with more force and truth than elegance. '* But 
I'll go, and— Hallo, Hal! what's that light?" 

*'That light*' proved to be that of a large fire which broke out 
but a block or two off, and engaged the attention of not only the 
boys and the girls, but of every grown person in the house and 
neighborhood. It kept the children up far beyond their usual bed- 
time; and in the excitement of watching it, both Harold and Charlie 
quite forgot the matter which was taking up their attention when 
they first noticed it. It was nothing wonderful for reckless Charlie 
to forget any purpose he had in view, if something else took his at- 
tention ; but Harold was generally more thoughtful. Still in this 
case he did not think of Charlie or Charlie s promise again until it 
was too late. 
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CHAPTER VI. 

A SHOCK. 

The family were all later than usual the next morning; and 
Maude, quite tired out with her journey of the previous week, and 
last night's excitement, was allowed to sleep on until she awoke 
without being called, and this was not until nearly church time. 

Charlie, although he too had risen very late, was ready for 
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church and off with the rest of the family before Maude made her 
appearance down-stairs. Just as they were leaving the house, it 
chanced that he thought of the trap he had laid for his cousin on 
the previous evening, and of his still unfulfilled promise to Harold 
to undo his work, and forego his intended ** lesson." 

** Never mind, I don't believe she'll go meddling with it before 
we come home," said the heedless fellow to himself, "for as long as 

m 

she did not see me put the box there, she won't know where to find 
it I don't believe she'll come to any harm." 

Now the truth was that Charlie's heart was nof at all in the 
undoing of the piece of mischief he had intended to perpetrate, and 
therefore he made up his mind that it was not worth while to go 
back ; and it soon passed from his thoughts once more. 

"Have they all gone to church?" asked Maude, as she sat at her 
solitary breakfast, and the waitress put a plate of biscuits before her. 

" All but Master Harold, and he has not been down-stairs this 
morning. His foot is not so well again," answered the woman, " so 
he's up in Mrs. Leroy's dressing-room ; and I was bid to ask you 
to go up there when you taken your breakfast, and wanted com- 
pany," said Mary Jane. 

Now it was with no very good grace that Harold had agreed 
to let his cousin bestow her society upon him that morning during 
the absence of the others, but it had seemed disobliging to keep 
any one else at home for the purpose of entertaining her, and he 
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had rather reluctantly consented to do his part. Nor was Maude 
much more anxious to spend her time with him, for she was fully- 
conscious that his sentiments for her did not lean to the side of ad- 
miration and approval ; and so far she had found him a most unsat- 
isfactory companion, not at all disposed to give her the information 
she thirsted for on most subjects. 

Hence, when she had finished the breakfast for which she had 
little appetite, for she was still feeling the effects of a headache from 
which she had suffered during the night, and had plied the waitress 
with many questions quite improper to ask a servant, she lounged 
out of the dining-room, in no great haste to go up-stairs and join 
her young host. 

There was a clear field for her now, and she wandered into 
library and drawing-room, her meddling fingers and curious eyes 
investigating everything which had hitherto escaped them, and 
which the owners thereof had not taken the precaution to put out 
of her way. Experience had already taught her new friends wis- 
dom, however, and her uncle and aunt, as well as Ella and Fanny, 
had, before they went to church, put everything which they did not 
wish meddled with under lock and key. 

It chanced that Fanny had left a book which she was reading 
on the library table ; and Maude, taking it up, a letter fell there- 
from. She picked it up, and glancing at it, saw that it was ad- 
dressed to her little cousin, and had been opened. 
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Now it will not be hard to believe that this dishonorable, med- 
dling little girl was so lost to all sense of right in such matters that 
she never hesitated to open and read a letter or note if it were un- 
sealed. She would hardly have dared to do so if it were sealed, 
but she had no scruples if it were not. And yet Maude would have 
been as shocked as Fanny herself at the thought of telling a false- 
hood or taking the smallest article which did not rightfully belong 
to her. 

She read the letter without the least compunction. It was 
dated on the previous evening, and was in these words : 

'*Dear Fanny: 

" I suppose you would not think it would be very polite to be 

going on with you know what in your own house when your cousin 

is there, and besides, she would find out something about it if we 

did, and you know we don't want any one even to suspect, so we 

think it is better not to have anything even spokken about it before 

her for fear it comes out, so we will not bring you know what of 

Belle s for you to see when it ready, but you shall see it here. We 

don't want to be more mystereus than we can help before her, but 

you know she did not seem to be kontented not to find out about it. 

** Your loving friend, 

"Bessie Bradford." 

So here was the mystery, Bessie's secret again, and there was 
such an evident desire to keep it from Maude herself that the little 
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holders thereof had even made different arrangements from those 
they had hitherto had, in order that it might by no means come to 
her knowledge. If she had been determined to know it before, this 
gave new force to her. resolve to find it out, whether the other chil- 
dren liked or no. 

Not forty-eight hours in her uncle's house, and already her in- 
quisitive soul was vexed by two most mysterious secrets. But they 
should not baffle her. 

What if she could find that box of Charlie's while all the family 
were at church ? 

She had seen him carry it from the drawing-room, but as a 
moment or two later she had met him in the front hall, she believed 
that he had not had the time to take it up-stairs, and that he must 
have left it somewhere upon this floor, unless he had removed it 
later. She would hunt at any rate. 

Every place in the library, which was not under lock and key, 
was searched, but she found there no trace of the object of her quest. 
Next, the dining-room, where Mary Jane had now finished her 
work and left ; but there too the search was fruitless. Dining-room 
pantry was equally unsatisfactory ; store-room locked — how provok- 
ing ! Oh, here was another door ! She tried it, but the knob was 
worn, and just turned round and roun4 in her hand without unlatch- 
ing the door ; and, stooping down, she applied her eye to the key- 
hole. She could see quite plainly within, for it was a light closet. 
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and — ^what was that ? Surely the very thing she was looking for — 
Charlie s mysterious box standing upon a shelf opposite to her. She 
had believed that she could not open the door, but as she im- 
patiently tried the latch again, it gave way, and she was free to 
enter. 

Now she would have it ! 

Putting the door cautiously to, lest Mary Jane or some of the 
other servants should see her there, but not latching it lest she 
should have difficulty in letting herself out, she crept to the box ; 
then glanced about her. TTiis was evidently a closet devoted to 
the boys, as it was filled with various articles plainly belonging to 
them. Bats and balls, fishing-rods, and other implements of that 
nature ; their school books, and hats and coats were on all sides, 
and left little doubt that it was their own special depository. But 
none of these interested her now ; all her attention was fixed upon 
the box, and in a trice her touch-all fingers were upon it. 

She raised the lid, and peeped within, standing on tip-toe to 
do so. There she saw what looked like a second cover, with queer 
little brass knobs upon it. 

"What are these for, I wonder?" she said to herself ** Little 
handles, I suppose ; " and she seized one in each hand to lift the 
supposed inner lid. 

What was that ? Who did that to her ? She staggered back- 
ward, falling against the door, which instantly closed tightly as her 
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weight came against it, one part of the bolt falling within, the other 
outside, into the hall. But Maude did not notice this in the pain 
and surprise of the shock she had received. She was tingling from 
head to foot with the most disagreeable sensation she had ever 
known ; there was a queer buzzing sound in her ears ; and her 
head felt very strangely. It seemed as if some one had struck her 
a dreadful blow; but, as she saw as soon as she could collect her- 
self, there was no one in the closet with her. Or could it be that 
some one had come in, struck her, and then run out before she 
could see who it was ? But she had never had such a blow as this 
— what a strange feeling it was. She rose to her feet, and was 
about to leave the closet when her overmastering curiosity stepped 
in once more. 

" ril look what's in the box, anyway,** she said to herself. *' If 
some one saw me here, and then struck me, they'll know I was 
looking, so I may as well find out." 

Again she attempted to lift the inner lid ; and again came that 
shock, that horrid feeling, although this time it was less severe, and 
she kept her feet. 

" It's in that box ! " she exclaimed aloud. ** It s something in 
that box that does it to me. Perhaps, oh, perhaps that's the reason 
Charlie would not show it to me.'* 

Tingling at every nerve, trembling all over, with her curiosity 
still unsatisfied, but shrinking now in horror from the mysterious 
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box, poor Maude turned to leave the closet,^ anxious now only to be 
up-stairs in her own room, and able to recover herself before the 
family should return from church. 

But, to her unutterable dismay, and with a shock almost equal 
to those she had received from the electric battery, she found her- 
self a prisoner. The door was closed, the knob lying on the floor, 
and she was caught like a mouse in a trap. 

What in the world should she do now ? She could not, she 
must not be found here, for, spite of her shamelessness in prying 
into the affairs of other people and things which did not concern 
her, she would have been dreadfully mortified at being thus de- 
tected in the very act as it were. 

But she saw no way to release herself, she could not possibly 
open the door, and at last, fearing to be found there by the whole 
family when they should return from church, and preferring to face 
Mary Jane alone, even though the woman should suspect what she 
had been doing, she began to call, and to knock upon the door. 
But she called and knocked for a long time in vain. 

Meanwhile Harold in his seclusion up-stairs was wondering 
why his cousin did not come to *' pester him to death with ques- 
tions,'' but believing, with how much reason we know, that she was 
engaged in her usual pursuit of knowledge which she had no right 
to acquire. Little as he desired her company, her absence irritated 
him and made him uneasy, for he feared that she was in mischief, 
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and it vexed him to think that she should have a clear field to 
herself below stairs. He was thinking of ringing the bell, and sum- 
moning a servant to inquire into her whereabouts and occupation 
when he heard his little sister Dot coming from the nursery to 
cheer his solitude. 

The little feet came pattering deliberately along the hall, then 
came to a sudden stop for an instant, the next, Dot rushed into the 
room with flushed cheeks, and a startled look in her wide open 
brown eyes. 

" Dere must be a fief tame into our house, an* he's matin' an 
awful noise down -stairs I 'spect he's tryin* to bang the house 
down ! '* she exclaimed ; for Dot was given to vain terrors and 
imaginings, and all manner of terrible possibilities were always 
looming up before her. 

As she spoke, a distant knocking and pounding made itself 

manifest to Harold's ears, and he became dimly conscious that he 
had been hearing it for some time ; but he had taken no notice of 

it, and if he had thought of it at all, he would have supposed that it 
came from the kitchen regions. But now it was louder, and as 
Dot had pushed the door wide open, he also heard it more dis- 
tinctly. 

"It's not a robber, pet," he said, striving to calm Dot's fears. 
"Robbers never make such a noise as that. Go and call Aunt 
Sylvia, she'll see what it is." 
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But Dot would not be persuaded to venture in the hall again, 
and clung to her brother. 

"If it isn't a wobber, its somebody doin* somefinV' she said. 
" I fink he's tryin' to bang down the door." 

That it was "somebody doin* somefin'," was manifest, and as 
the sounds increased in force, it did indeed seem as if that " some- 
body" might be trying to ''bang some door down." Dot's alarm 
increased so much that she would not leave her clutch upon Harold 
even to go and ring the bell ; and he was just about to take his 
lame foot down from the chair on which it rested, and hobble to the 
hall himself when Aunt Sylvia made her appearance in all the 
dignity of Sunday turban and kerchief. 

"Whatever in de worl' am all dat racket down-stairs?" she 
said, before Harold had time to speak. " Tears like dey's tryin' a 
purpose for to wake up my baby. Master Harold, your brudders is 
bof gone to church, isn't dey ?" 

"Yes," answered Harold, "and I was just going to ring the 
bell for some one to find out what it is. Hear that ! " as a more 
frantic thump and shake of the door below was heard, and Maude 
grew more and more desperate. 

"If dat's me darter makin' sech a noise on de Sabbaf day, 
won't she catch it, dough ! " said Aunt Sylvia ; and stiff in righteous 
wrath she departed to find the offender, and administer a scathing 
reprimand. 
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Great was her astonishment when, guided by the sounds, she 
reached the door of the boys' ** put-all," as Charlie had christened 
it, and found they came from therein. Noi great was. her surprise, 
however, to see the door minus its knob, for, as she knew, there had 
been trouble with the latch for a day or two, and this was not the 
first time the handle had fallen out Taking up the part which had 
fallen into the hall, and which had the shank on it, she put it 
through the door, and soon had it open ; but instead of Mary Jane, 
whom she had expected to see, and who alone had business to take 
her into the boys* repository, which she kept in order, Maude, whose 
presence in the house she had quite forgotten, stood before her, 
flushed, tear-stained, distressed, and thoroughly crest-fallen. 

But Aunt Sylvia had small sympathy for her, tender-hearted 
and lenient as she generally was where children were concerned, 
for she had seen and heard enough to feel sure that it was through 
her own fault that Maude had fallen into this trap. 

** How come you here, chile ? " she asked, severely. 

Maude made no answer, and the question received one from 
Mary Jane, who at last attracted by the noise, at that moment made 
her appearance on the scene, followed by Aunt Becky the cook, 
puffing and blowing with the exertion of the ascent of the kitchen 
stairs. 

** How came she here ? " she repeated. " It's easy enough 
telling, she's been in here peeking and meddling, for if I ever did 
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see a young one that could beat her for curiosity. What's she been 

about now ? " 

And looking into the closet, past her mother, and the young 
culprit, who would fain have run away, but feared that if she at- 
tempted to do so, Aunt Sylvia would capture her, Mary Jane spied 
the electric battery standing upon the shelf with the lid of the box 
open. 

Charlie had a great fondness for experiments of every nature, 
and between his recklessness, and his love of mischief, was con- 
stantly bringing himself and others to grief thereby ; and having, 
soon after his grandfather had, at his earnest request, made him a 
present of this battery, indulged his love of fun by giving all the 
servants unexpected shocks, the machine was held in horror by each 
one and all of them. 

•' There's that eternal machine of Master Charlie's,'' Mary Jane 
continued, "and standing open, I declare!" 

At this Aunt Becky turned and waddled off to her own domain, 
anxious to put a safe distance between her and the object of her 
dread, which she certainly regarded as little less than infernal. 

'^ I ain't goin' fur to stay nigh dat ting," she panted, as she 
took her way downward. " Dere's more in dat box dan is nateral, 
de debbil has got a finger in it somehow, and I wouldn't a spected 
deir pa, wid de bringin' up he's had, would go fur to let his chillen 
keep sech a ting, and go firin' it off on 'spectable Christian colored 
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folks. Ain't none of us Leroys nebber had no dealings wid sech 
afore, but dey don't train de chillen up de way dey used to in dese 
days, an' de're gettin* to be a perwerse an' cruel generation. Not 
as ours isn't uncommon good," added the loyal old servitor to her- 
self; " but if dose what has de teachin' ob 'em lets dem get in wid 
sech debbil's machines, dere ain't no knowin' where dey '11 come 
out." 

Her sentiments in regard to the "eternal machine" were 
shared by her sister and niece, who were still calling Maude to 
account for her presence in the closet 

" I know that box was shut just a while ago, when I put Mas- 
ter Charlie's school-books in there," continued Mary Jane, "and 
that was since he went out, for I had my duster in my hand and 
was kinder wipin' round in here, and I went round the awful thing 
but never touched it, and if it had been open then, I would have 
seen it quick enough. Look at her. I just believe she's been med- 
dlin' with it, and it's given her one of them bites it gives that make 
you tremble all over." 

" How did you get shut in here, Miss Maude ? " asked the old 
nurse again. " Did you shut yourself up ? " 

''No, I didn't," said Maude, pettishly. "I almost fell down, and 
the door shut somehow, and the handle came out so I couldn't open 
it, that's all." 

" That's all," repeated Mary Jane — "and if" — 
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But here she was checked by Aunt Sylvia, who, turning upon 
her with crushing dignity, interrupted her with — 

" Mary Jane, 'tain't for you to say nothin' when yer ma s by to 
speak a word in season." 

Affronted, but not caring or daring to dispute the maternal 
authority, Mary Jane tossed her head and walked away, while Aunt 
Sylvia, glad of the opportunity to display some of her flowers of 
rhetoric and high-flown speeches for the benefit of the little new 
comer, began to admonish her in these terms : 

" Now, Miss Maude chile," she began, prefacing her exhor- 
tation by leading her from the closet and closing the door upon 
the battery, object of almost as much dread to her as it was to her 
sister and daughter, although she would not have owned it, "yous 
one of us Leroys, you know, on yer ma s side of de famly, but you 
ain't nebber had de advantages of havin' a sperienced Christian 
colored pusson to yer nuss ; poor chile, you's been tended on by 
French riff'-raff' and sech what don't speak one word of good plain 
common sense 'Merican if dey don't be teached it, nor read deir 
Bibles if dey wanted to ever so ; so we has to make 'lowances for 
yen What for yer uncle took his fam'ly ober dere for is more nor 
I kin tell. If de Almighty borns folks on one side de big water 'tis 
cause He means dem to stay dere, and not go temptin* Probidence 
ober on de oder side, pickin' up sech lingo." 

The one blot upon a career which she considered otherwise 
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spotless was that Mr. Leroy had taken his family to Europe for a 
year's residence. Aunt Sylvia had gone unwillingly, had remained 
under protest, and had murmured at the recollection ever since their 
return to their own country. Nevertheless, in her intercourse with 
her own race, she prided herself immensely upon her foreign adven- 
tures, and boasted of them upon every opportunity as one who had 
gone through great and varied experiences, and who was entitled 
to increase respect by virtue thereof 

**My chillen, dey didn't take on no special bad ways out dere, 
'cause dey had de foundation ob a uncommon good bringin' up in 
deir nuss'ry afore dey done gone dere 'mong dem Frenches, but 
yer ain't had no sech to begin on, so I shan't tell on yer if yer takes 
heed to yer ways and mind my teachings as yer cousins mostly does, 
as yer kin tell dey do if yer but notices dere nice manners and 
genteel behavior gen'ally ; and if yer takes pattern by dem yer will 
do well. But chile, don't yer know dat folks dat is pryin' an' 
curious an' meddlin' an' fussin' roun' like you does is alius gettin' 
into trouble deirselves an' makin* it for oders? De Scripturs is 

agin it strong, too, an* dey give us an eggsample how we isn't to do 

* 

it. Dere was Uzzah, he must ha* been an awful ole meddler, he 
tought de Lord He couldn't take care He own ark, so what he got 
to do but put out he own meddlin* han* for stiddy it, and tought he 
doin' great tings, an' de Lord soon show him what folks gets for 
bein' too 'ficious. An' ole Farder Adam what wus it but bein' too 
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kurous an' wantin' to know what de forbidden fruit tace like dat 
make him bring all de trouble into de worl'. I nebber was for 
layin' it all onto de ole woman's shoulders de way mos' folks does. 
Adam was easy tempted Til be boun', an' he on'y too glad to get a 
bite, awful shabby ole feller, tellin' de Lord 't was de woman. But 
it wus all meddlin' an* kurosity, Miss Maude. I could tell yer lots 
an' lots ob tings like dat in de Bible an' out ob it, an' you're alius 
bringin' drefful troubles on yerse'f if yer keep a meddlin' an' pokin' 
in what is none of yer business. Ye're not too ole yet, honey, to 
min' yer ways an' get to be what a little lady what's come ob de 
good ole Leroy stock ought to be, like my little Miss Fanny here, 
nebber no pryin' meddlin' ways in her, an' yer kin jist pattern by 
her. Now I ain't goin' to say no word 'bout dis, I reckon you've 
had punishin' enuff out of dat ole box, for I'se shore you've had 
one of dem kin' of bites it gives that makes you tingley all ober, an' 
feel as if dis worl' was goin' away from yer, an' if de boys gets hoi' 
ob it, dey won't gib yer no peace." 

Having brought her lecture to a close, she released Maude 
from the detaining hand which she had laid upon her shoulder, and 
suffered her to go. 

But Aunt Sylvia had reckoned without her host when in her 
kindly feeling for the little culprit, she had made the promise not 
to report this instance of her over-curiosity, for Harold, growing 
impatient at the long delay, had rung the bell, and summoned 
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Mary Jane, who had told him ail she knew: how Maude had been 

found in the **put-all," where she had accidentally fastened herself 
in; how the box containing the battery stood open when she 

was discovered, although Mary Jane had herself seen it closed 

that very morning, thus proving that the little meddler had been 

busy with it; and her own belief that Maude had received a 

shock. 

Harold was provoked at Charlie's forgetful ness, for he knew 
him too well to believe that he would intentionally break a promise 
once given, but he could not help a little sense of satisfaction that 
Maude had received a lesson so richly deserved, for that she had 
been at her customary tricks it was easy to suppose, and he hoped 
that it might be of some service to her. He taxed Charlie with his 
forgotten promise on his return from church ; but Charlie, while 
admitting his own heedlessness, was jubilant over the result, and 
neither could nor would refrain from twitting his victim now and 
then with it. That he had planned matters so as to punish her for 
striving to find out his pretended secret no one but Harold sus- 
pected, but he was simply blamed for carelessness in leaving the 
battery so arranged ; and he cared little for that — Charlie was well 
used to reprimands of that nature. 

But for a time it did appear to have some good effect upon 
Maude, at least so far as to induce her to keep her hands from 
things which she had no right to touch, and she did not ask quite 
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SO many questions as usual ; but Aunt Sylvia took credit to herself 
for this as the effect of her own eloquence, and gave none whatever 
to the electric battery to which it was really due. 
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CHAPTER VII. 



IN THE TENT. 



A FORTNIGHT or more had passed, and all of the little circle of 
friends had left the city, and were settled in their summer homes at 
lovely Newport, where, as Lily had said, they were all to be near 
neighbors, at least sufficiently near to permit of constant inter- 
course, arid many were the pleasant hours they spent together 
on the shores and elsewhere. 

And still, to her great chagrin and disappointment, Maude had 
failed to discover anything more in regard to Bessie's secret. 

For a few days before they all left town, it seemed as if there 
had been less said and done about that secret, too. Was it because 
the children, as well as the older members of the several families, 
were so occupied with the preparations for their summer flitting 
that they had not so much time and thought to give to it ; or was 
it, as Maude believed, that they might be more than ever on their 
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guard before her, lest by any means they should betray it? If 
Fanny went to see the other girls about it, she did so when Maude 
was out with her father and mother, and Charlie not only told her 
that he had had no right to tell her there was a secret, but he 
refused altogether to speak of it again, and ran away if she began 
to ply him with questions. 

But since they had come to Newport, new energy had been 
developed in the matter, and it appeared to Maude that the mys- 
tery thickened. Maggie and Bessie, accompanied by Belle Powers, 
came over to Mr. Leroy's one bright morning. 

Maude and Charlie were playing at the fountain when they 
came up. and Maude, although interested in the fleet of boats which 
her cousin was sailing therein, no sooner heard them ask for Fanny 
and say they had come on an errand to her, than she left her play 
and followed them to the house to learn what that might be. 

** Wijl you and Maude come over to our grove ? " said Bessie. 
" Uncle Ruthven has brought us a beautiful tent, and he is going to 
set it up in the pine grove on the cliff, and we three and Lily are 
going to play there all the morning, and we want you and Maude 
to come, too." 

** Oh," said Maude, before Fanny had time to answer, '* of 
course we'll come; and I suppose that that was in the express 
wagon this morning when it stopped here to bring the piazza 
chairs. I was just looking to see who all the other parcels were 
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directed to, and I saw a great long one with your uncle's name on 
it, 'Ruthven Stanton, Esq.,' and I wondered what it was, it was 
such a queer looking thing. And there was another one, a square 
looking one, with your mammas name on it, Bessie* What was 
that ? " 

"I don't know," answered Bessie. 

" Didn't you see it ? " asked Maude. 

**Yes, I saw it when the expressman brought it in, but I 
didn't ask about it," answered Bessie, with a calm dignity which 
seemed to say — ** And I did not consider it any of my business." 
Then, turning to Fanny, she asked : ** Will you come, Fanny } " 

Fanny gladly assented ; and she and her cousin, having ob- 
tained permission from their respective mothers to go, they were 
soon on their way with Maggie and Bessie, calling for Lily Norris, 
and Nellie and Carrie Ransom to join them as they passed their 
houses. 

On reaching Mr. Bradford's place, Oakcliff, so-named, as Fred 
declared, from the absence of oaks among the trees which shaded 
it, they found Mr. Stanton, the " Uncle Ruthven" of Maggie and 
Bessie, about pitching the tent, a process which he had delayed as 
long as possible, thinking that his little nieces and their young 
friends might like to witness it. As he had an engagement, how- 
ever, and they were longer in making their appearance than he had 
supposed they would be, he could wait no longer, and had just 
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begun operations when the whole merry party came running 
toward him. 

Mr. Stanton had taken off the wrappings from the canvas, and 
unrolled the latter. It was a pretty affair, in stripes of red and 
white, and large enough to accommodate quite a party beneath its 
shelter. Many and eager were the exclamations of admiration and 
pleasure, and every one was anxious to know if she could not help 
to pitch it But Mr. Stanton said that it would be rather hard 
work for delicate, small hands, and thought that they must content 
themselves with watching him and Patrick, and the two boys Harry 
and Fred. 

It was soon done, and then the addition of a flag on the top, 
and a camp-table and chairs within made the whole thing complete 
in the eyes of the young party. 

True, it was somewhat crowded when they were all inside, but 
who minded close quarters when they were so novel, and when the 
roof overhead was so gay and bright? Not our little girls, cer- 
tainly ; and there was much merry laughter and joking as they all 
stowed themselves within the tent, with dolls, dolls' crockery, and a 
store of " goodies " which certainly constituted very luxurious camp 
fare. 

"We're worse than the old woman who lived in a shoe," said 
Lily Norris, as she squeezed herself in beside Bessie ; " that is, for 
crowding; but we're better natured. Anyway, I don't think she 
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was SO awful to give the children broth without any bread. I would 
have liked it because I don't care for bread with my soup, but 
mamma makes me eat it. She don't give me the whipping, though," 
she added, merrily, ** or make me go to bed before the time." 

"It's such a pity we ever have to go to bed," said Maggie, 
" it's such a waste of time. If we didn't have to go to sleep, we 
could do ever so much more." 

Busy, eager, wide awake Maggie was seldom or never ready 
to go to rest, she had always so much on hand that she felt she 
could not spare the time for such "stupid" work as sleep. She 
was usually awake, and ready to be up and busy long before any 
other member of the household, and since she could not always be 
bathed and dressed at this early time, it was her custom to have 
books, writing or work at hand that she might occupy herself there- 
with until the nurses considered it a reasonable time to rise. 

She found it a favorable season for composition, and many a 
verse or choice bit of prose writing had been brought into existence 
during these early morning hours. 

This well-known habit of Maggie's had induced her father, on 
the previous Christmas, to give her a pretty miniature cabinet or 
chiffonier, which she might have standing at the head of her bed, 
and there keep her papers, books, and writing materials, so as to 
have them at hand when she wished for them in the morning. This 
was considered by her and by Bessie as one of her choicest posses- 
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sions, and since she had owned it they both wondered how she had 
ever managed to exist without it. There was a secret drawer in it, 
too, a source of great delight to Maggie and Bessie, and of tempo- 
rary mystification to such of their young friends as were introduced 
to the cabinet ; but Maggie could never refrain from letting them 
into the secret after a time, because she always said that she would 
like to know herself if she were in their place. 

So the secret had not been confined to the company of ** insep- 
arables," as it was originally intended it should be, but was shared 
by Nellie and Carrie Ransom, and two or three others outside of 
that select band. 

Little did sweet Maggie think that her own generosity and 
good nature were to be repaid with what seemed to her the very 
height of ingratitude and treachery. 

This was not the first time that Maude had met Nellie and 
Carrie Ransom, and she and Carrie had taken a mutual fancy to 
one another; Maude's pretty face and pleasant, genial manners had 
made a great impression upon Carrie, who had rather courted her 
friendship ; and the advances made by the latter had been readily 
met by Maude, so that they were already fast progressing towards 
intimacy. Whether or no there was anything in the insatiable curi- 
osity which was a trait of both that drew them together I cannot 
say, but certainly they were much alike in this respect. In justice 
to Carrie, however it must be said that this failing of hers did not 
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often make her impertinent and prying as it did Maude, but she 
gave herself many moments of worry and uneasiness by her desire 
to know the ins and outs, the whys and wherefores of all that came 
beneath her notice, and the knowledge that there existed a secret 
which she did not share was always a source of great trouble to 
her. Neither was she as apt as her new friend to touch and med- 
dle with that which she had no right to touch, although here too 
she would occasionally trespass. . 

She now brought with her a beautiful basket of early cherries 
as a gift to this new friend. 

After they had all partaken of a little collation, and had had 
some play and talk for an hour or two, some of the girls voted it 
too warm and close within the tent — the novelty having by that 
time worn off a little — ^and they strolled outside. Among these 
were Maude and Carrie, who wandered off together with their arms 
around one another's waists, as is the fashion of little girls when 
they have struck up one of these sudden and violent intimacies. 
Maude and Carrie had taken theirs desperately, and seemingly 
could not be satisfied apart ; they must sit with one another, walk with 
one another, and were constantly receiving and bestowing caresses. 

When they were quite by themselves, and on the edge of the 
cliffs, Maude said to Carrie : 

" Do you know about this secret of Bessie's that there is such 
a fuss about ? " 
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" Yes, I know there is a secret," said Carrie, " but I do not 
know what it is. I think it is real mean in the girls not to tell us, 
but they won't" 

** Did you ask them? " said Maude. 

'* No, I did not ask them," answered Carrie, ** because I knew 
they would not tell me, but I would give lots to know." 

•* Does Nellie know ? " asked Maude. 

"No, and she don't seem to. care one bit," answered Carrie, 
indignantly, and as if it were quite a shame to Nellie that she was 
not devoured by the same measure of curiosity wherewith she and 
Maude were afflicted. 

" How queer ! " said Maude, fully sympathizing with Carrie's 
disapprobation of Nellie s want of thirst for knowledge. " But do 
you suppose you shall ever know what Bessie's secret is ? The 
girls' secret, I may as well say, for although they call it Bessie's, 
it seems to belong to all those five. I think it is awfully mean in 
Fanny to keep it from her own cousin." 

**rm afraid not," said Carrie, **and they won't even tell 
whether we will ever know it or not." 

** I'm going to know it, /// find it out," said Maude. 

** How ? " asked Carrie. 

**Oh, somehow, you'll see," answered Maude. "And when I 
find out, I'll tell you, darling." 

**WiIl you, dear?" said Carrie. "Well, I should think any 
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one in the world would like to tell you their secrets, you're so per- 
fectly lovely." 

Then in a burst of confidence, Maude told Carrie of her ex- 
perience with Charlie's box, and of the mystery attending it, upon 
which her mind was still running, although she had not dared to 
pursue any farther investigations in that quarter. But she thought 
it so " queer,'* and Charlie had told her that it was " a very shock- 
z«^ mystery." 

"Why, I think I know what that must have been," said Carrie, 
*' I believe it must have been an electric battery. We have one at 
our house that mamma used when she was ill, and I know that Char- 
He has one. Didn't you know it, Maude ? Did you ever see one? " 

** No, and I think it is a shame to keep such a thing," said 
Maude, indignantly; "to go almost knocking people down, and 
making them feel all queer that way." 

" Why, you must have taken two shocks, and hard ones, too," 
said Carrie. " Poor Maude, I know it is horrid." 

It never entered the minds of either of the little girls that mis- 
chievous Charlie had so arranged the battery that it should give 
Maude a shock if she meddled with it. 

So these two foolish, inquisitive children condoled with one 
another over their mutual grievances, and Maude succeeded in 
making Carrie think herself very ill-used because she was not 
allowed to learn all about this famous secret. 



126 BESSIE BRADFORD'S SECRET, 

" Let's go down on the beach, will you ? " asked Carrie, after a 
time. 

Maude assented, but said she must first go back to the tent for 
her parasol, which she had left there, and as the sun was hot on the 
beach she would need it. 

She left Carrie, who said she would wait for her, and started 
off on a run, but becoming very warm, she presently subsided into 
a walk, and came quietly up behind the tent, meeting no one on 
the way. 

She heard voices in the tent, the voices of those whom she had 
left there when she came out with Carrie ; and you will not be sur- 
prised to learn that she paused to listen. 

As she stood behind the canvas covering, hidden from those 
who were talking inside, every word reached her distinctly, of 
course, and she soon discovered that it was the secret of which they 
were speaking. 

And more than this, she heard her own name, and that in itself 
would have been enough to cirrest her steps with the desire to learn 
what they were saying of her. 

*' I think we've kept it so well," said Bessie. " So many of us 
were in the secret that I was very much afraid it would come out, but 
I don't think any one has found it out except those we have told." 

"Yes," said plain-spoken Lily, '* 'specially since Fannys cousin 
Maude came. She tried to find out everything, so that I was aw- 
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fully— oh dreadfully — afraid she'd find it out ; but I don't think she 
will now. Excuse me, Fanny, but I had to say it And now it's 
all finished, and put away safely, so there's no fear she can see it, 
and I suppose she can't very well guess anything from our prac- 
ticing, even if she should chance to hear us." 

'* Yes," said Bessie, with a long-drawn sigh of relief, "it's 
quite a weight off my mind to have it all done and put away where 
no one can happen to see it" 

"Maggie has put it in the secret drawer, hasn't she?" asked 
Fanny. 

"Yes," answered Bessie, "and of course nobody would think 
of looking for it there, even if they were mean enough to want to." 

" No one could look for it when they don't even know what it 
is," said Lily. "Well, it's all safe now." 

Little did Lily or any of her companions dream of the unseen 
listener who stood behind the shelter of the tent, drinking in every 
word of the unconscious speakers. 

Having heard this much, she turned away and ran off as softiy 
as she could, either forgetting the parasol for which she had come, 
or not caring to have herself seen under the circumstances. She 
found Carrie waiting where she had left her ; and not unnaturally, 
she asked where the pararol was. 

** Never mind, I don't care about it now," answered Maude. 

" Let's stay here, Carrie 1 " 
9 
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** What for ? " asked Carrie, surprised at this sudden change in 
the proposed arrangement. 

*' Well," said Maude, with some hesitation, " because — ^because 
— well, it's awfully hot down there, I suppose, and — well, I see 
Nellie and Maggie down there, and two of the boys have joined 
them, and Td rather be alone with you. 

This last was the chief reason, for Maude had some questions 
to ask Carrie, and did not wish the company of Maggie and Nellie 
just at present. 

Not suspecting the cause, however, Carrie took it as a compli- 
ment to herself. 

*'You darling!" she said, with effusion. ** I'd stay alone with 
you anywhere, if you wanted me to, even on a Robinson Crusoe 
island with no one to play with but ourselves.'' 

**Oh, I wouldn't," said Maude, who was naturally less gushing 
than Carrie, and not so much disposed to make uncalled-for sacrifices 
in the name of friendship. " There wouldn't be a thing to do, you 
see ; and we'd never know what was going on anywhere," she 
added. 

Carrie had looked rather crest-fallen at Maude's rebuff, but she 
now saw the force of her reasoning, and agreed that it was better 
still to mingle with the world, and learn all that could be gleaned 
of everybody's business. 

"I want to ask you something," continued Maude, with an air 
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of mystery, ** and you must promise not to tell any one that I asked 
you — will you ? " 

Carrie promised the most inviolable secrecy, and promised also 
to tell Maude all that she wanted to know, if it were in her power. 

" Do you know anything about a secret drawer ? " asked 
Maude. 

** About a secret drawer?" repeated Carrie, really mystified, 
for she did not for the moment recollect the secret drawer of Mag- 
gie s cabinet, and could not imagine what Maude could mean. 

** Yes. Do you know any one who has a secret drawer ? " said 
Maude. 

•* No ; do you ? " asked the wondering Carrie ; then, suddenly 
recollecting herself, she said, ** Oh. yes, I do too ; Maggie has 
one.*' 

'* Where ? " asked Maude. 

** In a lovely chiffonier her father gave her last Christmas," 
answered Carrie. ** She brought it to Newport with her, and it 
stands in her room, just by the head of her bed, and she keeps all 
her papers and such things in it. There's a secret drawer in that, 
but I know how to <ipen it. Maggie showed me how." 

** Tell me about it, will you ? " said Maude, eagerly. *' Tell 
me how it is opened." 

" Oh, I couldn't," said Carrie, opening great eyes, not only of 
surprise, but of some indignation upon her new friend, for she was 
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both Startled and shocked at this proposal. ** I wouldn't do such a 
thing for the world, not even for you, dear.'* 

** But you know, and I don't see why I shouldn't know as well 
as you, " pleaded Maude. 

" But you are almost a stranger to Maggie, at least quite a 
new friend, and IVe known her ever so long, oh, years upon years, 
ever since I was quite a little girl," said this small ancient. 

" I don't believe Maggie would mind my knowing," said 
Maude, persistently. 

** Well, then, ask her to show it to you," answered Carrie. **If 

she wants you to see it she'll do it." 

•' Oh no, I can't," said Maude. " I think you might tell me." 

** Why do you want to know so much ? " questioned Carrie. 

Now Maude was not prepared to give Carrie her reasons for 
her great desire to discover the secret of the drawer ; indeed, she 
had scarcely yet acknowledged it to herself, and she tried to evade 
the question. Carrie could not imagine why Maude, inquisitive as 
she knew her to be, should be so anxious on this point, and being, 
as we know, much troubled with the same complaint herself, she 
could nof rest satisfied until she had drawn from her the reason. 

"Will you never, never, never tell as long as you live?" said 
Maude at last, seeing that she would not be able to gain her point 
unless she told Carrie all. 

** Never, never, never," promised Carrie. 
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**Then Til tell you," said Maude, **I was behind the tent 
just now — remember, you've promised solemnly and truly, Carrie — 
I was behind the tent just now, and I heard some of the other girls 
talking about that thing — Bessie's secret, you know, and they said 
Maggie had put it all safely away in her secret drawer.'' 

** Well," said Carrie, still unsuspecting. **What then? I 
don't see what good it is to us to know that." 

Maude fidgeted, and began to pull up handfuls of the short 
shore grass which grew around her, tossing it from her with an 
embarrassed, uneasy sort of manner. 

**Tell me," repeated Carrie, ** what good will that do? If 
they've put their secret in that drawer, it's because they want to 
keep it very safe, so that no one can find it out. They will never 
let us know," she added, with an air and tone of extreme injury. 
'* It's awfully mean." 

** But," said Maude, waxing more courageous and less shame- 
faced as she heard Carrie's almost spiteful tone, and saw how sore 
a point this was with her, **but we could take just one little peep 
if you know the secret of the drawer. We wouldn't meddle with 
or touch it; only look in, and find out." 

But here she was checked by Carrie, who turned upon her 
with a face so full of indignation that even this reckless little busy- 
body was taken aback. 

" You wouldn't go to the drawer to do that ! " exclaimed Car- 
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rie. " You'd never do that, Maude ! Oh, I think that would be — 
oh, too awfully mean for anything ! " 

** I don't think it's half as mean as their not telling us the 
secret," answered Maude. ** How awfully particular you are, Car- 
rie ! It couldn't do any harm." 

However, as she and Carrie were now called to join in a game 
of '* Drop the Handkerchief," she had to let the matter rest fpr the 
present, seeing that Carrie, spite of her curiosity, was really 
shocked at the idea. But none the less did she keep it in her 
thoughts, and resolve to try some other means to tempt Carrrie. 
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CHAPTER VIlI. 

THE SECRET DkAWER. 

** Here comes that little prig. Robbie the Immaculate," said 
Mr. Stanton, one morning a day or two after this, as he sat upon 
the piazza. 

Bessie was sitting upon the sill of the library window, dressing 
her doll, and she looked up as her uncle spoke to see Robbie Leroy 
coming up the avenue with his usual bold, self-assertive air, and 
followed at a little distance by Aunt Sylvia, trundling the baby in 
his perambulator, with little Dot trotting by her side. 
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•* Oh. Uncle Ruthven," said Bessie. ** Don't you think Robbie 
is a very good boy ? He hardly ever does anything naughty, and 
he is so very clever and funny." 

" That may be,'* said her uncle, laughing, " that may be; but 
there it is, princess, you little girls all spoil Robbie, making him 
believe that he is so much better and cleverer than most boys, that 
he is becoming insufferable from his vanity. You must not make 
so much of hin\, or he will astonish you all yet by falling into some 
mischief or naughtiness." 

Bessie looked so solemn over this prediction as she laid aside 
her doll and rose to welcome the oncoming visitors that Uncle 
Ruthven was sorry he had uttered it ; and he added : 

" Perhaps he may turn out all right yet, so keep your hero, but 
you must not flatter him too much." 

If there was one thing more than another which exasperated 
Mr. Stanton, it was self-conceit in man, woman or child, and Rob- 
bie's over- weening vanity was very disagreeable to him ; but per- 
haps it would have been as well if he had not spoken quite so 
plainly before his little niece, or nieces, for Maggie had stepped 
through the library window out upon the piazza as he was talking. 

How true a prophet he was to prove we shall soon see. 

Robbie was the bearer of a note from his mother to Mrs. Brad- 
ford ; and he soon made good his claims to the character Mr. Stan- 
ton had given him. 
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Bessie leaned over the balcony railing and welcomed them, 
then ran off to her mother with the note ; while Maggie, after 
making Robbie welcome, ran down from the piazza to talk to Dot 
and Baby Neddy, whom Aunt Sylvia would not bring in, saying she 
could only wait until Mrs. Bradford's answer was ready. Robbie 
therefore was left to entertain and be entertained by the gentleman. 

Now Mr. Stanton, having been a great traveler, and the hero 
of many and varied adventures, was a wonderful personage in Rob- 
bie's eyes, and he was rather disposed to court his favor; but some- 
how he had never seemed to make his way with him. The reason 
was that already given, that Mr. Stanton was quite intolerant of 
his self-conceit 

Robbie had a dim consciousness that Mr. Stanton did not fully 
appreciate his merits ; nevertheless, he was not discouraged, believ- 
ing that if he could but impress him with a sense of his own ex- 
ceeding worth and cleverness, it would be to that gentleman's ad- 
vantage and his own. Armed with this conviction, and blind to 
the fact that the more he glorified himself, the less Mr. Stanton 
thought of him, he planted himself before him, and opened his 
batteries. 

** Mr. Stanton," he began, ** youVe been trav'lin' verj' much, 
haven't you? " 

** Yes, my boy," answered the gentleman, ** I've done about as 
much of that as one man could put into ten years." 
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Robbie gazed at him admiringly ; but he had his own boast to 
make. 

" I've got such lots of trav'Iin to do when I'm a man, I 'spect 
it will take me a hundid years," he said. ** Hundid is more than 
ten, isn't it?" 

"A few more," replied Mr. Stanton. 

" I'll have to grow to be 'bout as old as Mefusaleh. You know 
Mefusaleh, don't you, sir ? " 

Mr. Stanton signified that he knew that gentleman by report. 

"I never saw him," continued Robbie. **I 'spect when he 
came to Newport I was in New York, and when he came to New 
York I was in Newport or else in Europe. Or else maybe I was 
such a little boy I didn't care much 'bout lookin' at him. I preached 
a sermon 'bout him once. You never heard me preach, did you. 
Sir? 

*' I have never enjoyed that privilege," answered Mr. Stanton. 

"You can if you want to," said the little man. " I'll have a 
church on purpose for you some time, to-day, if Aunt Sylvia will 
wait My sermons do lots of good to people. There's our cousin 
Maude, she came to our house, an' she did lots of meddlin*, an' I 
preached a sermon 'bout her, an' it did her, oh, so much good it cured 
her most all up. The people in my house, they said it was 'cause 
she meddled with Charlie's battery, and took some dreadful shocks, 
but poof! it wasn't that at all, /know, it was just may sermon 'bout 
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meddlin', askin'-questions people. An' no«v shes very good an' 
nice indeed, an' I like her ever so much. She thinks Tm very clever, 
an' Vm a little sorry I preached so hard 'bout her ; I b'lieve I made 
a little mistake. Hardly ever I do make mistakes, but I might just 
once, perhaps." 

** Ah, I see,*' said Mr. Stanton, " the flattery of the sinner is 
making you forget the sin. No thank you, my man, I do not care 
about hearing you. I look for the day when you will have a fall 
yourself." 

And, greatly to the indignation of the would-be orator, he took 
up his newspaper ; virtually dismissing both him and the subject of 
his eloquence. But Robbie had not much time for the nursing of 
his wounded vanity, for Maggie just then ran up the steps, and said 
to him : 

'* Oh, Rob, I have something to send to Fanny. Will you 
carry it very carefully for me? " 

Robbie promised, and Maggie knew that he could be fully 
trusted to carry out any commission. Seeing his disconsolate atti- 
tude and expression, and knowing that her uncle, who was generally 
very fond of children and very genial with them, could not endure 
this small Pharisee, she surmised that he had received a snubbing, 
and taking pity on him, she asked if he would like to come up- 
stairs with her. 

" rU bring him back in a moment. Aunt Sylvia," she said, and 
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ran off, followed by the little boy, who was now glad to escape from 
Mr. Stanton's presence. 

He made his grievances known as they mounted the stairs to- 
gether; and Maggie, knowing her uncle's detestation of presump- 
tion and self-conceit, could easily imagine that it was Robbie's share 
of these which had led to his discomfiture, and being very loyal to 
her uncle, and all his sayings and doings, which she and Bessie 
considered about perfect, she did not know how to administer con- 
solation to the offended hero. 

His elastic self-appreciation was not; however, long to be re- 
pressed, and he was soon himself again. 

'* I want you to take a paper to Fanny," said Maggie, turning 
over some books and papers which lay upon a table in her room, 
** and I think I left it here, but I cannot find it. Bessie," she called, 
as she heard her sister passing through the hall, ** Bessie, have you 
seen that piece of poetry I copied for Fanny ? I left it here on our 
table, and it is gone." 

" Was it that paper you were writing yesterday afternoon ? " 
asked Bessie, coming into the room. 

'* Yes," answered Maggie. 

** Oh, I thought it was something else, and you would not want 
any one to see it, and that you had forgotten it, so I put it in the 
secret drawer," said Bessie, who when she had seen her sister's 
writing had supposed that it had something to do with the great 
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secret, and she had therefore put it out of sight without taking any 
close look at it. 

" What is a secret drawer ? " asked Robbie, who had his ears as 
wide open as most young gentlemen of his age. 

*' A drawer which you can't open, and which you can't see un- 
less you know just how to do it," answered Maggie. 

" Have you one ? " asked Rob. 

"Yes," said Maggie. 

" Show it to me, will you .^ " said Robbie. 

Maggie was about to decline, for she and Bessie had come to 
the conclusion that too many already knew the secret of the drawer, 
and that it was fast becoming no secret at all ; but as she began to 
speak, and he read refusal in her face, Rob's own fell so that Mag- 
gie's tender heart could not bear to disappoint him. She knew, or 
thought she knew, that he was entirely to be trusted, and that he 
would never betray any secret. 

**Well, I'll show you," she said, ''but you must never, never 
tell any one, Rob." 

Robbie promised ; and, taking him to the chiffonier, she un- 
locked it, and showed him the secret drawer, and the way to open 
it. He was much interested, and would fain have closed and open- 
ed it himself, but this Maggie would not permit ; and, having taken 
from it the paper of which she was in search, she secured it again, 
and took the little boy down -stairs. 
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That afternoon Maude went into her aunt's nursery, where she 
was always a welcome guest with the children, if not so much so 
with their nurse. And even Aunt Sylvia was not sorry to see her, 
for she, as well as Robbie, took credit to herself for the apparent 
improvement in Maude, — Aunt Sylvia laying it to the force of the 
moral lecture she had given her as Robbie did to his sermon. 
Maude was good-humored, obliging, and had a faculty for amusing 
the little ones, who were one and all growing very fond of her. 

She found Dot standing rather disconsolately near one of the 
windows, gazing over toward Robbie, who, at the further end of the 
nursery, appealed to be busy with the bureau of his little sister's 
doll. 

" What's the matter. Dot ? " asked Maude. 

** Robbie won't let me see him what he's doin'," lisped the for- 
lorn little damsel, in a grieved tone. 

" Are you teasing her ? What are you doing to her doll's 
bureau, Robbie ? " asked Maude, who had found that Robbie was 
rather apt to tyrannize over his younger sister in their plays. 

"No, I'm not," answered Rob, **only she's too 'quisitive. Peo- 
ple can't know 'bout secret drawers when other people know 'em. 
Her doll's bureau has a secret drawer — make b'lieve, you know — 
an' she wants me to tell her 'bout it an' show it to her, but I shan't, 
so now ! " 

Maude was instantly on the alert. 



148 



BESSIE BRADFORD'S SECRET. 



"Miss Maude," said Aunt Sylvia, at this moment '* I wants 
to take Massa Ed'ard down an' show his mamma this monsous big 
toof jes' troo. Will yer mind stayin' an' watchin' de chillen jes' a 
few minutes, honey, while I go ? " 

Maude answered with alacrity that she would stay ; and the 
old nurse left the room with the little king of the nursery in her 
arms. 

**Rob," said Maude, ** what do you know about secret draw- 
ers ? 

" Oh, I know lots 'bout 'em," said Robbie, "Maggie Bradford has 
one in her bureau, an* she showed me it to-day ; but I'm never 
goin' to tell anybody, no, never ! She wouldn't let me do it out my 
own sef, but I know how, an' I'm makin' b'lieve there's one in the 
doUie's bureau, and Dot's mad 'cause I won*t let her see me, an' it 
wouldn't be a bit real." 

"But it is mine own dollie's buroo," pleaded Dot, tearfully. 

"Come here. Dot, I've something to show you," said Maude, 
displaying a toy which she had brought with her for the amusement 
of her little cousins. It was a small musical toy, from which, by 
turning a little crank, some tolerably fair notes were evoked. It 
was supposed to play two of the Moody and Sankey tunes ; but it 
required considerable imagination and faith to distinguish them 
with much clearness. 

It proved, however, eminently successful in attracting not only 
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Dot s attention, but also that of her brother, who, leaving the doll's 
bureau and the pretended secret drawer, ran across the room to 
Maude at the first sounds. 

" Now this is • Hold the Fort,' " said Maude ; then, turning a 
little spring, she added, "and this is 'Only an Armor Bearer.' " 

Robbie was quite satisfied with the result ; and Maude let both 
him and Dot turn the crank and ''make the music." The toy had 
lost its novelty to Maude, and she did not care much for it now ; 
but the little ones were delighted. 

•' Wouldn't it be lovely for my churches ? " said Robbie, eagerly, 
ever intent on this chief aim of his existence. " Maude, would you 
lend it to me sometimes ? " Oh, I'll do something for you if you 
will." 

" Robbie," said Maude, an idea flashing into her mind, " I'll 
give it to you for your own to play church with, or play on when- 
ever you like, if you'll just tell me how to play secret drawer." 

"But maybe Maggie wouldn't like it," said Robbie. 

" Pooh, it can't be any harm for you to show me how it is done, 
how the drawer is opened, I mean. I'll never tell any one, or that 
you told me ; and you shall have this forever and ever and ever for 
your own." 

Now, mean and dishonorable as it was in Maude to tempt 
her young cousin thus, she did not know that he had promised Mag- 
gie hot to reveal the mystery of the drawer, or, perhaps, she would 
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not have attempted it. He had not said that he had given his 
word ; and she reasoned with herself that if this little boy knew it, 
she certainly might. What lay beyond, or how much further she 
might be tempted upon the dangerous ground on which she was so 
willfully setting her feet, she did not pause to think. She only want- 
ed to know where that secret drawer was, and how it was opened. 

Robbie hesitated. He knew that he had given his promise, 
and it was perhaps the first time in his life that he had been even 
inclined to do that which was not quite upright and true. But never 
before had he been so strongly tempted. Anything which could 
add eclat or additional attraction to his *• churches" was almost more 
than even his immaculate virtue could resist ; and nothing, in his 
estimation, had ever equalled this. Conscience was calling to him, 
and would make itself heard ; but Robbie would not heed, although 
he could not shut his ears to the call. 

As he hesitated, Maude urged him further ; and Robbie's wa- 
vering resolution and better feeling gave way. 

** Well, ril show you how it went if you'll give it to me for my 
very, very own," he said at last. ** But you know it's only pretend 
in the dollie's bureau, Maude. I can only show you how it did. " 

**Oh, I know," said Maude. '* Show me how they do it, quick 
now, Robbie ; and you shall have this to make real true music in 
your churches forever and ever." 

Robbie's scruples, such as they were, were vanquished, and he 
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consented ; but, bent as he was upon the attainment of the coveted 
treasure, a sudden fear assailed him as he gave way. 

" But — ^but " — he stammered, and then paused. Underhand or 
untruthful ways were so new to him that he shrank from allowing 
to himself or another that he was permitting himself to be led into 
them. 

" What's the matter ? " said Maude, who was in haste to attain 
her point before the old nurse should return. *' What's the matter ? 
Here," thrusting the toy into his hands, ** now, it s your own ; so 
show me, quick ! " 

She followed him to the other side of the room, where he knelt 
on the floor beside the bureau, and went through the motions of 
opening a pretended secret drawer, as he had seen Maggie do. 

** There, that's the way," he said, ** there's just a little bit of 
wood in this corner, it looks like nofin on'y a part of the other 
drawer, an' you push it so, an' open comes the hid drawer right 
down here. Its a splendid hidin' place." 

'* What has Maggie in there ? " asked Maude. 

"Oh, lots an' lots of things, beautiful things," answered Rob- 
bie, who having been much interested in the drawer itself and its 
mechanism, had really paid very little attention to the contents 
thereof, so that he had only a vague idea of what these were, ** lots 
of beautiful things. Something very pretty I saw, but — " 

Here he was interrupted by the entrance of Aunt Sylvia ; and 
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Maude did not care to push her researches any further, while Rob s 
own consciousness kept him from going on. 

Despite her satisfaction in having gained her point, and, as she 
believed, learned the secret of the drawer, Maude was rather un- 
easy lest Robbie should betray that he had been bribed to do this 
mean thing. She expected to see him rush to Aunt Sylvia, and 
display his lieaswe ; and she feared that questions might be asked 
which it would not be convenient or agreeable to answer. But to 
her surprise, he showed very little exultation now that he had 
gained his prize ; and it was Dot who was the most excited over 
the matter. 

The truth was that remorse and shame, deep but unavailing, 
had taken possession of Robbie's soul the moment he had won the 
coveted toy, and felt that it was his by his own faithlessness. No 
one was more clear-sighted than this little boy to the right or wrong 
of every word and deed either of his own or others ; and had he been 
sixteen instead of six years old, he could not have been more con- 
scious that he had been guilty of a mean, shabby, dishonorable deed. 

But Aunt Sylvia was so taken up with the toy itself, and with 
what she supposed to be Maude's kindness in giving it to her little 
cousin that she asked no embarrassing questions ; and Maude pre- 
sently escaped from the nursery with the gratifying consciousness 
that she had successfully accomplished a very shabby action, and that 
there was little fear that Robbie would betray either himself or her. 
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CHAPTER IX. 

BUNNY. 

Not one moment's rest or comfort did Master Robbie know 
after he had in his possession the price of his broken promise. For 
he could not look at it in any other light, and he was too honest 
with himself to pretend that he did so. He put the toy away en- 
tirely out of sight, greatly to the distress of Dot, whom he snubbed 
unmercifully when she begged for it; nor would he allow Aunt 
Sylvia, for whom its charms were not yet exhausted, to have it in 
her hands. 

He was restless, moody and fretful all the rest of the day, with 
an air so unlike his usual free, independent, self-assertive manner, 
that he puzzled not only the nursery authorities, but the whole 
family. He was discovered in tears more than once, but refused to 
give any account of their cause, and was altogether a most abject 
little mortal. He ate but little supper ; and so far from begging to 
sit up later than his usual bed-time, as he often did, he was anxious 
to be put to bed before the usual hour. 

" What*s come to de chile ? " said Aunt Sylvia. ** He ain't no 
ways like he own se'f, wouldn't know him scarcely. I tink he's 



156 



BESSIE BRADFORD'S SECRET. 



goxti to be sick fur sure. If 'twor any chile but my Mass Robert, 
I tink fur sure he been doin* sumfin' bad, but Tse brung him up too 
well fur him to be doin' so bad he's got to cut up like as he had a 
guilty conschuns so hard as dis." 

But the old mammy was pluming herself too much on her 
bringing up, for as we know, it was nothing less than a sorely 
guilty conscience which ailed the little boy. 

The next day he was but little better, withdrawing himself as 
much as possible from public observation, resisting all his mother s 
efforts to induce him to tell her what troubled him, and remaining 
morbid and melancholy. 

The day was a showery one, with no opportunity for outdoor 
amusement, for ev6n in the intervals of sunshine between the heavy 
falls of rain, the lawns and walks were too wet to admit of such. 
The rain was needed ; but while the older members of the various 
households in which we are interested were rejoicing in it, the 
younger portions bewailed the necessity for keeping within doors, 
or at least upon porches and piazzas. 

** Mamma,'' said Bessie to her mother, during one of these sun- 
shiny intervals, '* mamma, can Maggie and I go for some of the 
other girls to come here and play with us ? " 

Mrs. Bradford looked up at the sky, blue overhead, but with 
heavy clouds which betokened another shower moving slowly up. 

** You cannot go iov Belle or Lily,'' she said, *' there is another 
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shower coming, and I fear it will be here before you could go to 
the hotel and back ; but you may go for Fanny if you wish, as she 
is so much nearer." 

'' H'm-m-m," said Bessie, doubtfully, "I 'spose we'll have to 
ask Maude then, too." 

"Of course," said Mrs. Bradford. "You do not seem to like 
Maude." 

"Well," answered Bessie, with hesitation, "we /tie htr, but 
then we don't approve her. She's so very, very inquisitive." 

"And it bothers us awfully," put in Maggie. "I wonder if 
people who are so inquisitive ever think what a nuisance they make 
themselves. And it does not seem to me quite — quite — well, I won't 
say it is not quite Aonesf to touch and meddle with things that do 
not belong to you, but it seems a little like it" 

" It is not honest, Maggie dear," said her mother, " to pry into 
or meddle with that which does not belong to us, or which we have 
reason to suppose we are not intended to see or know. One may 
really s/ea/ a secret as well as any other thing, and a truly upright 
and honest soul will feel this." 

"I wish" — began Bessie ; then paused, with rather a troubled 
look on her face. 

"You wish what?" asked Maggie. 

"Well, I wish Maude had not come," answered Bessie, with a 
little wriggle of her shoulders, as from a sense of discomfort which she 
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wished to shake off; ** I wish Maude had not come, because I can't 
help liking her, and I don't want to when she does such things." 

" I can't help liking her, either," said Maggie, ** and so it makes 
me feel all the worse, to have her do such things. Well, we'll have 
to ask her to-day, anyway, if we ask Fanny, and I do really think 
she has improved a little, so perhaps she is going to try to correct 
herself." 

'• Then well try to encourage her," said Bessie. 

" You must go if you are going," said their mother, " or you 
will be caught in another shower." 

As the little girls were going down the carriage-way, accom- 
panied by their nurse-maid Jane, they met their two brothers Harry 
and Fred, the latter carrying a cage containing a squirrel. 

'* Oh, Fred !" exclaimed Bessie, "where did that squirrel come 
from ? You are not going to keep him shut up, are you ? " 

" He's not mine," answered Fred, " he belongs to Willie Stone, 
and he and all the family have gone away for two weeks, so he 
asked me to take care of the squirrel until he came back. He has 
lots of tricks, and is the funniest little fellow you ever saw; but 
he's shy now, coming away from home, and I don't believe we 
can make him show off for awhile. But he'll come round by 
and by." 

** I'd let him out if he was mine," said Maggie, looking com- 
passionately at the squirrel, who did indeed seem to be shy and 
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uneasy, lying in one corner of the cage, and appearing depressed 
and miserable. 

" I would too," said Bessie; '* I think it is real cruel to keep 
him shut up in a cage when he would like to be out in the woods 
running about in the trees. Poor bunny, bunny." 

** Isn't he pretty ? " said Maggie. '* I wish I could let him out." 

" But you must come on, my dears," said Jane. " Your mamma 
bade me to make haste, there and back." 

The brothers and sisters accordingly separated, the former 
going on to the house with the squirrel, while Maggie and Bessie 
went on their way toward Mr. Leroy's. 

Fanny and Maude were glad to accept the invitation they 
brought, and they went back with Maggie and Bessie as soon as 
possible, as the clouds were now rising rapidly. 

On the way, and as they were passing Mr. Ransom's cottage, 
they saw Carrie hanging rather disconsolately over the gate. 

** What's the matter, Carrie ? " asked Bessie. " You look as 
if you were having a stupid time." 

** So I am," said Carrie. "Mamma and Nellie have gone to 
town, and the boys are at their lessons, and I've no one but Daisy to 
play with." 

'*An' I'm dood enough to play wif," said Daisy, who at that 
moment ran up to her sister's side. 

"So you are," said Maggie. "Well, Carrie, run quick and 
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ask Ruth if you and Daisy can come over to our house. I know 
mamma will be glad to have you ; and make haste or we shall be 
caught in the rain." 

Permission was easily gained from the nurse, who, to tell the 
truth, was rather glad to be relieved for awhile from the charge of 
Carrie, who, vexed that she had not been allowed to accompany her 
mother and sister, was in a fretful, discontented mood, and hard to 
satisfy. 

The child's good humor was all restored now, however ; and as 
a few large drops came pattering down, forerunners of the heavier 
pour which was to follow, the whole merry party, now numbering 
six children and the maid, came scampering up the avenue to Mr. 
Bradford's house, just gaining the shelter of the piazza roof as the 
rain came fast and furious. 

'* I wonder what Fred has done with the squirrel," said Bessie. 

'* What squirrel ? Have you a squirrel ? " asked Maude. 

Bessie told how Fred happened to have the squirrel in his care 
for the present ; and, as the other children all wished to see the 
little creature, Maggie ran off to find her brother, and ask where 
he had put him. 

**Out on the back porch," Fred said, with no misgivings as to 
the safety of his charge, for he did not know that Maude and the 
Ransom children were members of the party. 

And here Maude, who had already begun her usual pursuit of 



BESSIE BRADFOKD'S SECRET. i6i 



knowledge, and had pushed her investigations as far as the back of 
the house, called out that she had found the squirrel ; and the whole 
flock followed her thither. 

But Bunny, still taking dark views of existence, was not dis- 
posed to be sociable, but lay close in a corner of the cage, and 
could not be induced to come out or exhibit himself. Sugar, 
cracker, and even an almond, all of which were brought for him, 
proved insufficient baits to draw him from that obstinate seclusion ; 
he still remained crouched close in that farthest and darkest corner 
of the inside cage, his nose between his paws, and perfectly motion- 
less. 

" Let's open the door and poke him, so he'll have to come out," 
said Maude. 

** No, no, Fred wouldn't like it," said Bessie. " We must not 
meddle with the poor little fellow ; I suppose he feels rather strange 
and homesick in this new place. Let's let him alone now, and per- 
haps he will be more sociable by and by." 

**I think it is cruel to plague him when he is so frightened," 
said Maggie. " Lets go in the house and play." 

•* What shall we do?" asked Carrie. 

"We have some new picture puzzle-books," said Maggie. 
** Would you all like to cut out the figures and paste them in ? " 

All agreed upon this amusement ; and the whole party ad- 
journed to the pretty room occupied by Maggie and Bessie, where 
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the puzzle-books, scissors for each one, and a bottle of mucilage 
were produced, and they all fell to work, save little Daisy, who was 
carried off to the nursery b'y Frankie Bradford, to whom she was 
"engaged to be married," and whose particular and chosen chum 
and playmate she therefore was. He considered that his claims 



were prior to all others, and must always be yielded to. Some 
time ago Daisy had been in the most complete thraldom to this 
young sultan, but this had not met the views of her sisters and 
other young friends, and by their advice and instructions she had 
learned to assert her feminine rights, and had given Master Frankie 
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to understand that she was the sovereign in all differences of opin- 
ion. Having established this fact, however, she was only too willing 
to do his will and pleasure, and knew no greater happiness than 
being in his society. And where the one was the other was gen- 
erally to be found, save during sleeping or meal hours. 

They played happily together for some time, their sisters with 
Maude and Fanny being busy in the other room, until by and by, 
Daisy said : 

** Frankie, do you think that stirrel has tome out of his torner 
yet?" 

** I don't know, but I 'spect he might," said Frankie. ** When 
we all came away, I *spect he would be braver and come out. He 
was so frightened 'cause he saw so many strange faces/* 

** I wish we tould see him if he did tome out,'* said Daisy. 

**Well, we can if we don't frighten him," said Frankie. ''I'll 
tell you what we'll do. We'll go down in the dining-room, and 
peep at him through the blinds. Then he won't see us, and if we 
don't make a noise, maybe he'll come out of his corner, an' we 
might see him goin' roun' an' roun' in that thing he likes so." 

Accordingly, hand in hand, the two little ones stole down- 
stairs with the utmost caution, making not the slightest noise, even 
while they were still so far away that the squirrel could not pos- 
sibly have heard them. 

Meanwhile, the business of cutting out the figures of the pic- 
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ture-puzzles, and putting them in their places, was progressing 
favorably. Maude varied her occupation by jumping up and run- 
ning to the window whenever a carriage or wagon drove in ** to see 
who was coming." 

"Why, here's your carriage, Fanny," she exclaimed, on one 
of these occasions ; '* and. why, there's my mamma in it ! What 
has she come for, I wonder? I'm going to see." 

And dropping the scissors she held, she ran down-stairs to 
ascertain her mother s business. 

It was only to call upon Mrs. Bradford, as she soon found ; 
and not deriving any special amusement from the conversation of 
the ladies, she ran away to go up-stairs again. 

On the way, she bethought herself of the squirrel ; and turn- 
ing back, she ran out on the piazza, and around to the back of the 
house, where Fred had left the squirrel. 

Here she found the little prisoner in his wheel, whirling him- 
self around ; but as she approached, he darted from it into the 
adjoining part of his cage, and nestled down into the old corner. 

Maude did not see the two blue eyes and the two black ones 
which were bent upon her and her motions through the slats of the 
dining-room blinds. 

She shook the cage three or four times, in a vain endeavor to 
make the squirrel come out from his seclusion ; then she poked at 
him with twigs from the vine that ran over the piazza ; put her fin- 
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gers into the cage, and dropped leavqs into it; but all with no 
better success. The squirrel remained immovable. 

All this time the two little ones within regarded her with dis- 
approving looks, as motionless as the squirrel himself, wondering 
what she would do next. 

What she did do next was to unfasten the spring which held 
the door of the cage, open it a little way, and while she held 
it with one hand, put the other cautiously within towards the 
squirrel. 

Now, although bunny had been so quiet, his mind, or what- 
ever stood him in stead of such, had been greatly exercised by all 
these disturbing influences, and his temper had been severely tried. 
He was quite ready to submit to be handled by his master, and in- 
deed, would run all over his shoulders, arms and head, but to be 
touched by this intrusive hand was more than he could bear, espe- 
cially in his present mood, and as it approached nearer and nearer, 
and at length actually touched him, he jumped up, and turning his 
head, gave a severe nip with his sharp teeth to one of Maude's 
fingers. 

Startled by the suddenness of the attack, and smarting with 
the pain, Maude withdrew the wounded hand, letting go her hold 
of the other upon the door of the cage. It swung open, and 
although she intantly perceived it, and spite of the smart of her fin- 
ger, hastened to close it, bunny had seized his opportunity. He 
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was too quick for her ; in a flash he darted through the opening, 
across the piazza, up on the railing, from there to the branch of a 

tree which grew close to the house, and almost before the frightened 

and bewildered little girl had time to realize what she had done, 

and that the squirrel was really free, he was out of sight. 

Great was the outcry raised by the two little ones when they 
saw bunny's escape; and with many **ohs"and **ahs,"and other 
exclamations of surprise and dismay, they left their post of obser- 
vation, and rushed away up-stairs to make known what had hap- 
pened. They burst in upon the group in Maggie's room, but so 
great was their excitement as they endeavored to tell the news, 
that it was some minutes before the older girls could understand 
what had taken place. Harry and Fred coming through the hall 
on their way down-stairs heard their excited voices, and paused at 
the door to see what was the matter. 

** He's gone, perferly gone ! " said Daisy. 

** She did it, an' on purpose, too, I know ! " exclaimed Frankie, 
in the same breath. 

**But he bit her, we saw the blood, real blood!" said Daisy. 
" And she stweeled." 

** She ought to be taken up, I wish we had a policeman," said 
Frankie. '*She is more ought- to-be-ashamed-of-herself than any 
girl I ever saw." 

** Somfin must be done to her, he's all gone," said Daisy. 
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** Who's gone ? Who has been doing something ? What is 
the matter?" asked one and another, unable to comprehend, as 
both children talked at once, and in this vague manner. 

But Harry, who stood by the. door, and whose quick eye had 
taken in that Maude was missing from the little circle around the 
table, jumped at a conclusion not far from the truth. 

'* Where's Maude ?" he said. '* I'll wager she's been distin- 
guishing herself again. Let's go down and see after the squirrel, 
Fred. I shouldn't be surprised if she has been meddling with him, 
and let him out." 

*' Won't she catch it if she has } " cried fiery Fred, as without 
wasting any more time, he rushed headlong down-stairs to "inquire 
into matters, followed by Harry. 

Their suspicions were speedily justified. 

There stood Maude, beside the squirrel's cage, her handker- 
chief wrapped about her finger, which was bleeding, not profusely, 
but quite enough to stain and spot the handkerchief, so as to make 
it impossible for her to hide it; and the traces of tears on her 
cheeks. She wore a guilty, frightened look when the boys came 
upon her. And the squirrel's cage was minus its late occupant! 
The open door, .which Maude had not yet thought to close, her own 
looks, and the confused exclamations the boys had heard from the 
children told the tale without more words. 

" What have you been doing now ? " exclaimed Fred, furious at 
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the escape of his charge. ** So you've been letting that fellow out! 
What am I to do now ? " 

** Where is he ? " asked Harry, almost as angry, and looking 
about him in a vain hope that he might be able to catch a 
glimpse of the escaped prisoner. 

** There he is this minute," said Fred; and with the agility 
of the squirrel himself, he sprang upon the piazza railing, and, catch- 
ing hold of a branch, swung himself into the tree where he had 

caught a glimpse of bunny's bushy tail. 

But, alas ! the four-footed acrobat had the advantage over the 

two-footed one ; he could venture in places and out on slender 

» 
limbs where Fred dared not trust his greater weight ; and now he 

not only sprang from branch to branch, but from tree to tree, and 

this time disappeared altogether. 

Meanwhile the whole young party from up-stairs had come hur- 
rying down and out upon the piazza to see what the trouble was, 
followed by the still excited Daisy and Frankie. 

One would have thought that Maude would be thoroughly dis- 
comfited at being thus caught in the very act of meddling, which 
had resulted in such a catastrophe, and at having such a crowd of 
spectators to witness her plight ; but will it be believed that her 
chief thought was of the slight hurt upon her own finger, and of 
hQw she might excuse herself 

" I'm sure I didn't mean to let him out," she said crying, partly 
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from the smart of her finger and partly from mortification and 
annoyance that she had been caught. She would have run away 
the moment the squirrel had made his escape, and left it a mystery 
how he had fefiFected it, had she not been occupied in endeavoring to 
stanch the blood, from the fear that that might lead to questions that 
would prove embarrassing, for she had not known of the watching 
eyes behind the dining-room blinds. 

** What were you doing, anyhow ? '* asked exasperated Fred. 

** Nothing at all, but trying to make him come out of the corner 
and play, and the horrid little wretch bit me." 

'*And what business, you meddling" — began Fred; but 
mindful of the duties of hospitality, illy deserved though they might 
be, Bessie laid her mite of a hand upon his lips, and checked 
him. 

Throwing an annihilating look at the culprit, but otherwise 
heeding the gentle warning, Fred walked away in search of the 
fugitive, followed by Harry, while Maude, feeling herself to be 
rather under the ban, but persisting in regarding herself as the in- 
jured party, nursed her wounded finger, and still declared that she 
had intended and done no harm. 
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CHAPTER X. 



A BOTTLE OF MUCILAGE. 



Maggie's besetting fault was carelessness, a heedless way of 
doing things, or leaving them undone, which had given much trouble 
to herself and to her friends in former days. But she had struggled 
so bravely with it, had taken so much pains to become a careful, 
thoughtful little girl that she had greatly improved in this respect, 
and was now not much more heedless than most children of her 
age. 

Still, at times, especially when her attention was taken up with 
more than one thing, she would be a little careless and forgetful. 
Having fallen into trouble, and wrought mischief more than once 
through leaving inkstands, bottles of mucilage, and so. forth, open, 
she had been charged by her mother to be particular in closing 
such things, and putting them in their rightful places when she had 
finished using them. 

Mindful of this when she and her little companions were called 
from their work of cutting out and pasting the figures in their pic- 
ture puzzle-books, she had lingered for an instant behind the others 
to put the cork into the mucilage bottle, and to place it out of the 
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reach of the find-all fingers of her baby sister Annie, who had a way 
of making her appearance at unexpected times and places, and 
working whatever bit of mischief she might find ready and conven- 
ient to her hands. 

But in her haste, Maggie did not take time to put the cork in 
quite securely ; indeed, she really left it half in, half out, and then 
set the bottle on the very edge of the chiffonier, knowing that there 
it would be out of Annie s reach, and believing that it was quite 
safe. 

Alas, poor Maggie ! Little did she think that more meddling 
fingers than those of Annie were to work dire mischief with that 
very bottle which she thought she had put out of the way. 

"Who is tired of pasting pictures, and would like to do some- 
thing else?" said Bessie, after the excitement about the squirrel 
had abated ; and the majority voting for a change of amusement, a 
game of hide-and-seek was proposed, the hunted to go in couples. 

Mr. Bradford's house afforded great facilities for this game, 
being very large, with all manners of closets, and delightful unex- 
pected nooks and corners where one might easily lie hidden for a 
length of time. 

" Aina-maina-mona-mite " cast the first lot upon Carrie Ran- 
som, who was to choose the second one to hide ; and her choice fell 
upon Maude. 

Perhaps she intended this as a balm to the spirit of her new 
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friend, who had received but a scant share of sympathy for her bit- 
ten finger ; perhaps it was because she really preferred her to any 
of the others. However that was, Maude gladly went with her, 
having her own ends to answer in having Carrie alone to herself 
for a few moments. 

" Carrie," she whispered, when they were both snug in a cap- 
ital hiding-place, ** I have something to tell you; a secret. Will 
you never, never tell ? " 

Carrie bound herself by solemn promises. 

" I know the secret of the secret drawer," said Maude. 

*' Did Maggie or Bessie tell you ? " asked Carrie, in surprise, 
for spite of her fancy for Maude, she knew her ways too well to 
believe that Maggie or Bessie would trust her with the secret of a 
place which they desired to keep from prying eyes and meddling 
hands. 

"No, they didn't; but I know it, for all that," answered 
Maude, triumphantly. 

" How did you find it out ? " asked Carrie. , 

" Never mind how, but I do," said Maude; and she told Car- 
rie of the mechanism of the drawer, proving to her that she had 
really in some way discovered the secret 

*' But there is one thing I don't know," said Maude. "There 
are five drawers you can see in the chiffonier, and I don't know 
which is the one that has the spring in it Tell me, Carrie." 
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" I can't," said Carrie. 

"There's no harm, I shall find out by myself if you don't tell 
me," persisted Maude, "only its a bother to have to try them all. 
And I'm just going to take one little peep at what's inside, and then 
ril tell you, darling, and we'll never tell any one else, and the girls 
will never know we know it, and so it will be no harm. Tell quick, 
now, Carrie ! I hear the girls coming this way ! " 

Alas, alas! That fatal curiosity had nearly betrayed Carrie 
into treachery to her friend, although she would not have character- 
ized it as such. Since Maude already knew the secret of the con- 
cealed spring, and was determined to find out what lay within the 
drawer, she argued with herself that it wOuld be no great harm to 
tell her in which it lay, and so secure for herself .the information she 
desired. But as she opened her lips to speak, a sense of the dis- 
honor and meanness of that which she was about to do came over 
her, and she hesitated, 

** Quick ! " said Maude. 

**I can't, I will not!" said Carrie. "No, I won't; oh, Maude, 
it's a shame ! " 

"Then you won't tell what I've told you? You promised, you 
know," pleaded Maude. " It's awfully mean if you do, and if you 
don't, rU tell you yet what's in the drawer." 

"Well, I won't tell," murmured Carrie, although she had a 
sense that such a promise was better broken than kept 

12 
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**Is it the top drawer?" asked Maude, charging from a new 
point. 

"No," said Carrie. 

*' The second then ? " 

"No." 

"The third?" 

" No," answered Carrie, resisting the promptings of conscience 
which told her that she ought to run away from this close question- 
ing, or else resolutely hold her tongue ; " and I shan't tell you any 



more." 



And Maude having induced her to say this much, could now 
have little difficulty when there were only two drawers to choose 
from. 

But the hunters were upon them, and Carrie had no further 
time for repentance or expostulation, and she tried to reassure her 
conscience with the thought that she could not prevent Maude from 
following out her own will in any case (at least not unless she 
warned Maggie and Bessie), and of how mean it was in those other 
girls to keep this mystery from her and Nellie and Maude. 

Of her own meanness and Maude's in desiring to find out that 
which they were not meant to know, she took little heed now, and 
only wished herself out of the scrape. 

The chances of the game soon brought about Maude's turn to 
hide again ; and this time she chose Frankie as her partner. Find- 
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ing a good-hiding place for him, she told him that they would hide 
separately, and bidding him to keep as still as possible, she ran off 

in haste* 

The rule had been made for the game that only the two lower 
stories should be taken as hiding ground — a rule which suited 
Maude very well, with her present purpose in view. Shie had no 
intention of keeping to it, however. 

Going around by the piazza, she entered the house again by a 
side-door little used, ran lightly up the back stairs, and along the 
hall, until she came to Maggie's room, secure from the chance 
of meeting any of the other children, who as she knew, were all 
down-stairs, awaiting the **coop" which should call them to the 
hunt. There was no time to be lost, they would be growing im- 
patient. 

To reach the chiffonier, and open the drawer next the lower 
one was the work of an instant. It was full of some of Maggie's 
little matters ; and there, in each corner was a little projecting bit 
of wood such as Robbie had told her of. She pressed each one in 
turn, but with no result, it must be the wrong drawer; and pushing 
it half way to, she pulled out the lowest one. That was empty, 
and there were similar projections in each corner. 

She pressed one, and a drawer — the secret drawer — shot out 
within the first, revealing one or two bundles of papers neatly tied 
together, and beside them a very thin flat parcel — if parcel it could 
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be called — folded in white paper, and tied with a narrow blue rib- 
bon. Perhaps the mystery was in that ! It must be ! 

Maude was half afraid to untie it, partly because the time was 
passing, partly lest she should not be able to do it up in exactly the 
same way, and so she should leave the traces of her meddling 
hands and mean tricks ; but again the spirit of curiosity triumphed 
over all obstacles and considerations, and she took the paper in her 
hand to lift it from the drawer. But the drawer above being still 
partially open, she feared to crumple the paper in taking it out, 
and she thrust it hastily back into its place. 

What was that ? 

The bottle of mucilage which Maggie in her haste had not 
only left half corked, but which she had placed on the very edge of 
the chiffonier, was shaken down by the jar of the sudden closing of 
the upper drawer ; and mouth downwards, the cork coming out, fell 
directly into the secret drawer, and upon the paper on which Maude 
had her intrusive hand, a stream of its contents pouring from it. 

To snatch it up, cork it again, and place it upon the top of the 
chiffonier, whence it had fallen, and then to press the concealed 
spring, sending the secret drawer back into its place, and close the 
outer one was the work of an instant. She did not pause no>v to 
ascertain the extent of the damage done, for she heard approaching 
footsteps ; and with her object still unattained, her only thought 
now was to be out of the room before she was discovered there. 
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She darted behind the bed, but the footsteps passed on, and 
having peeped through the crack of the door, and ascertained that 
the coast was clear, she ran down two flights of stairs, meeting no 
one by the way, and hid herself behind an ice-box in a pantry. In 
her haste and fright she had forgotten to give the signal ; and so 
long a time had passed that the hunters had become impatient, and 
had started on their search. 

It was some little while before they found her, for the 
place she had chosen was a good one, and so far removed from 
the spot where the others had awaited the call that it was sup- 
posed by them that this was the reason they had not heard the 
" coop. 

When found, she looked so flushed, frightened and distressed 
that all the children wondered at her appearance ; and she declared 
herself tired, and said that she wanted to go home. She wanted 
to "have something put upon her bitten finger." 

** Mamma will put something on it for you," said Maggie, 
mindful of the duties of hospitality. 

But no, Maude declared that she wanted to go to her own 
mother; and as there was now another interval of sunshine, Fanny, 
although reluctantly, agreed to go with her. 

" Don't Maude look queer and frightened ? " said Carrie, as 
she with Maggie and Bessie stood on the piazza watching their 
little playmates walk down the avenue. 
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** Yes, and I shouldn't be surprised if she was going to hav^e 
the hydrophobia," said Maggie. 

'' What's that ? " asked Carrie. 

*' It's what people have when animals bite them," said Maggie, 
"and they can't bear water. I thought about it, and that was why 
I asked Maude if she would have a glass of water, so I could find 
out ; and didn't you see how very quick and crossly she answered 
me } I am afraid it is the hydrophobia coming.'* 

" Do you mean it is the squirrel's bite ? " said Carrie, who had 

the utmost respect for Maggie's wisdom. 

% 

** Yes," said Maggie, ** and so we see the consequences of med- 
dling. I don't want to say anything unkind about Maude, but I 
should really think hydrophobia would be a good lesson for her." 

** If she only don't find out our secret," said Bessie. 

** She can't," said Maggie, gleefully. '* No one can now until 
we choose to let them. You'll know it before very long, and 
Nellie too.'' 

With a guilty, oppressed feeling as she thought of how far she 
had been led by Maude to betray Maggie's confidence, Carrie 
turned away, calling to Daisy, and saying that they must go home 
now. She could give a pretty good guess as to the cause of 
Maude's trouble and embarrassment, for she could readily believe 
that our little Inquisitive had in some way contrived to possess her- 
self of the secret, and that a guilty conscience and too late repent- 
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ance were now the result That such direful mischief had been 
wrought she did not dream, but she apprehended enough to make 
her vaguely uneasy. 

" I think the rain is over, and that we shall have a bright after- 
noon, my darlings," said Mrs. Bradford, coming out to her little 
girls after the last of the young guests had thus departed, and 
bending to twist a rose she held into Bessie's long curls. " Mrs. and 
Miss Ashton came last night, and if you like, we will drive to see 
them. Are all the toys and books you have been playing with put 
away 

" We have had no toys out, mamma, but the dolls and the new 

picture puzzle-books that Uncle Horace brought us last night," said 

Bessie. " The girls liked those so much they did not seem to care 

for anything else until after Maude let the squirrel out." And she 

« 

added, appreciatively, " It's lovely to have relations who give you 
things that are so very useful for amusement" 

" Yes," responded Maggie, whose happy, contented spirit 
found food for gratitude in most things which concerned her ; " yes, 
I think I never saw children who have so many blessings as we 
have. But there is one thing which is not much of a blessing for 
any one, and that is an inquisitive, meddling acquaintance, and I 
can't help wishing she never came to our acquaintance. I'm sure I 
pity Fanny." 

Poor Maggie ! She did not imagine how much cause they had 
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to regret having made the acquaintance of the little busybody to 
whom she referred, or how she and Fanny, and all the rest of the 
"inseparables," had been involved in one common misfortune by 
her means. 



CHAPTER XL 



HOW CAME IT? 



Mrs. Bradford followed the quicker footsteps of her little 
daughters, pausing to speak to a servant by the way ; but hers 
were hastened as she reached the head of the stairs by the double 
outcry of surprise and dismay which she heard uttered by the voices 
of Maggie and Bessie. 

Bessie had been the first to discover that something was wrong, 
although she was still far from imagining the extent of the disaster. 

** See there, Maggie ! " she exclaimed, as she and her sister 
began to gather up the picture-books, figures, and scraps which lay 
upon and around the table. ** See there ! What is that all over 
the front of the drawers of your chiffonier ? " 

Maggie was standing with her back to the piece of furniture in 
question, while Bessie was facing it. She turned hastily as her 
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sister spoke ; then dropped what she had in her hand, and ran over 
to the chiffonier. 

Little streams of something glutinous were slowly winding 
their way down the front of the drawers, with here and there a 
smear of the same substance defacing their polished surface, and 
one of the §ilver-plated handles was bedaubed in the same 
manner. 

Maggie touched it shrinkingly. 

•*It's something sticky!" she exclaimed. "Oh, Jane, come 
quick, come quick ! There's something perfectly disgusting all over 
my chiffonier. Come quick and wipe it off; Fm afraid it will run 
into the drawers. What can it be ."^ " 

" I just believe it's mucilage," said Bessie, putting out a daintily 
fastidious finger towards it. " See, there's the bottle, Maggie, and 
it's all covered with stickiness, too. Oh, Jane, oh nurse, come here 
quick, there's been a dreadful accident here ! " 

Jane came running at the repeated calls, and so did mamma ; 
and they speedily went to work, the former to repair the disaster as 
fast as possible, the latter to investigate its cause. 

There was not much difficulty in ascertaining whence the 
smears had come ; the bottle of mucilage on the top of the chiffo- 
nier, covered with its own contents, told its own tale so far as that. 
But how had the mucilage come out, for the bottle was now corked, 
and it stood so far back upon the chiffonier as to make it quite 
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evident that after its overturn, it had been righted, closed, and 
placed there by the hands of some one. 

But whose might they be ? 

Maggie related how she had turned back when they were all 
on their way down-stairs to see what was the matter about the 
squirrel ; taken up the bottle of mucilage for fear of some such 
catastrophe as had really occurred; corked it; and set it, as she 
supposed, safely upon the chiffonier. And there it was now, in the 
*same spot, corked as she had left it, for poor Maggie had no idea 
that she had been careless in both these respects, and believed 
most truly that the bottle was just as it had been, save that its 
contents were now spread over the front of her drawers. 

'*Who came up here after you had finished with the mu- 
cilage, and put it there?" asked Mrs. Bradford of her little 
daughters. 

"Not one of us, mamma; we all stayed down-stairs, and 
played 'hide-and-seek,'" said Bessie; and Maggie confirmed her 
sister's assertion. 

Mrs. Bradford hesitated, unwilling to utter the suspicion which 
had come into her mind. 

** Could it have been Maude Griswold } Was she up here ? " 
she asked. 

"Oh no, mamma," answered Bessie, "it is quite impossible! 
Maude was not up-stairs at all. We were not allowed to hide any- 
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where but in the two lower stories, so Maude had no need and no 
business to come up here again." 

Mrs. Bradford said to herself that Maude would not be the less 
apt to come because she had no legitimate business there ; but she 
did not put that into words. 

**It is quite impossible, dear mamma," said Maggie. "Maude 
was with some of us all the time. She only hid twice, and once she 
was with Carrie, once with Frankie. They all hid down-stairs, and 
could not have been up here." 

Frankie was called and questioned, but he denied all knowl- 
edge of the accident, said he had not been up-stairs until he came 
just now with his sisters, and that Maude had told him she was 
going to hide behind the ice-box in the lower pantry. 

« 

You may be as sure as Maggie and Bessie were, that after two 
or three visits to Mrs. Bradford's house, Maude had learned all its 
ins and outs almost as well as any member of the family. 

'* And I think it was a great liberty to go into that pantry, even 
to hide," said Bessie. " None of the other girls would have done it, 
and nobody thought of looking there, so that was just the reason we 
were so long in finding her. But she was not up here." 

" And there was no reason for her to come, mamma," said 
Maggie, innocendy. " She had seen the chiffonier, and everything 
that was in the drawers, except the secret drawer, and she does not 
know about that." 
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It was mysterious, certainly, how the contents of that bottle of 
mucilage had been spilled, and the bottle left upright in its place; the 
servants as well as the children said that they knew nothing of it ; 
and not one of them had been near the room since the young party 
had left it. 

However, to all appearances, no great damage had been done ; 
Jane easily removed the mucilage from the face of the chiffonier, 
and it left no stain ; the drawers, one after another, were opened, 
and none of the stuff was found within, save in the lower one, where 
three or four drops were scattered, but were easily wiped away, 
leaving no trace. 

*' Well, this has been rather an unfortunate day," said Maggie; 
"and this is very mysterious, but I am glad it's no worse." 

" It is well the secret drawer is away behind," said Bessie, " or 
some might have gone in that ; and just think then, Maggie ! " 

"Yes, just think what might have happened," said Maggie, 
without a thought that the worst possibility she could have imagined 
would be found realized, had she but looked in that secret drawer. 

Happy in their unconsciousness, and still congratulating them- 
selves that no worse consequences had followed the spilling of the 
mucilage, our little girls went out with their mother to visit their 
dearly loved teacher, Miss Ashton, who, as you have learned, had 
lately arrived in Newport. 

As soon as she should be fairly settled in her summer quarters, 
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Miss Ashton was to devote two or three hours each day to such 
of her little pupils as were within reach, not to continue the regular 
course of lessons which they had in school when they were in town, 
but to give them their music lessons, and to read or talk to them 
while they sewed. The rendezvous was to be at Mr. Bradford's, 
where they would sometimes remain within the house, sometimes 
choose some pleasant place out of doors, as suited their fancy and 
the weather. 

When they had made their visit, and had risen to take leave, 
Mrs. Bradford invited Miss Ashton and her mother to spend the fol- 
lowing afternoon and evening at her house. This was as had been 
arranged with Maggie and Bessie and the rest of the " insepara- 
bles,'* as it was the birthday. Miss Ashton gladly accepted ; and 
Maggie and Bessie, full of the consciousness of their pleasant secret, 
and the surprise it was to give Miss Ashton, went away rejoicing. 

** Mamma," said Bessie, as they were on their way home, **do 
you think we might ask the other girls who are not ' inseparables,' 
and who are not in the secret ? Vm sure they would like to help 
us keep Miss Ash ton's birthday, and we would like to have them." 

"Then we shall have to ask Maude," said Maggie. ** But I 
suppose we would have to ask her, anyhow, as Fanny is coming." 

*' You had better invite a police-officer then to follow Maude, 

and keep her from prying and mischief," said Mrs. Stanton, who 

had accompanied them. • 

13 
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'* Yes," said Maggie, with a deep sigh. ** For a long time I've 
been trying to make up my mind that Maude is not a nuisance, but 
I can't ; circumstances are too much for me." 

The ladies laughed at her solemn, despairing tone and expres- 
sion, which accorded but drolly with Maggie's sunny, sparkling 
face and usually merry voice ; but they both agreed that " circum- 
stances " had indeed proved the little meddler a nuisance. 

However, it was decided that not only Maude, but also all those 
of the children's classmates who were in Newport were to be in- 
vited for the next day, and, that just before Miss Ashton came, the 
grand secret was to be revealed to those who did not already share 
it; and, before they went home, Mrs. Bradford stopped at the 
respective homes of these young friends, and allowed Maggie and 
Bessie to go in and deliver their invitations, all of which were accept- 
ed without hesitation, until they came to Mr. Leroy's. 

Fanny and Maude were with the rest of the family upon the 
piazza when Mrs. Bradford's carriage was seen driving up ; but the 
moment its occupants were recognized Maude retreated within the 
house. She felt too guilty to meet their eyes ; indeed, she feared 
that in some way her misfortune, as she called it, had been discov- 
ered, and that they had come to tax her with it. She had been 
moody and depressed ever since she came home ; and Fanny, think- 
ing her bitten finger the cause, wondered much that she should make 
'*such a fuss about such a trifle." 
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Maggie and Bessie asked Fanny to bring her cousin with her 
the next day ; but when she told Maude of the invitation, the latter 
promptly and flatly refused to go. She would give no reason, and 
when Fanny said that if she refused to accompany her, she should 
go without her, and told her that the secret was to be revealed, 
Maude bade her go — ^she would not go anyway ; and finished by 
saying that she did " not care about the old secret." 

Robbie, too, was still in the depths of despondency wherein he 
had fallen on the previous day, and no persuasions of his mother, 
sisters or nurse, nor the bantering of his elder brothers could make • 
him reveal the cause. That the child was truly unhappy was easy 
to see ; but although his conscience was whispering loudly to him 
to confess that he had broken his promise to Maggie, his pride and 
self-conceit were in the way, and would not suffer him to descend 
from the pedestal of infallibility whereon he had exalted himself 

But that night Aunt Sylvia determined to solve the mystery, if 
possible, for to have any secret kept from her by any one of the 
infantile subjects of her dominion was what she could not suffer, and 
she resolved that all her powers should be used to induce Robbie 
to confide in her. She bad come to the conclusion that his sub- 
dued meekness, and his desire to remove himself from public notice, 
arose from a guilty conscience — that he had done something wrong, 
and was now repenting within the privacy of his own bosom. 

So when she was putting him to bed, she proceeded to try the 
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effect of admonitions ; and, this failing, of a little wholesome appre- 
hension. 

** Mass Robert/' she said solemnly, "you min' me of a man I 
knowed what done sumfin awful, he did. An' he frins, dey se he 
have a bad conshuns, an' dey try hard fur to make him tell what he 
done, but he won't tell on he seT, not he. An dat's shockin' un- 
pleasin' to de Almighty ; He like us to Tess an' repent when we 
done bad. But he keep it all to he se'f till at las' it weigh so on he 
min' he done got de brain fever, an' in de brain fever he let it all 
out, 'cause brain fevers is when you don' know mos'ly what you 
talkin' 'bout. It's awful, an' so is remorse." 

**What is remorse?" asked Robbie, tearfully, and as his old 
nurse believed, duly impressed. 

" Remorse is when you done sumfin awful bad or little bad, 
an' you feds drefiful 'bout it. De bes' way to cure dat is to tell de 
one you done bad to, or else somebody that's near to yer. Yer ole 
nuss maybe, on'y 'tain't eberybody has de pribilege ob a speri- 
mental Christian nuss to ease he conshuns to, Mars Robert. But 
my chillen has, so now you know, eber you do anyting bad, you 
jes' come tell yer ole nuss, she put yer in de right way. Remorse 
is drefful, an' no mistake." 

So Robbie felt, for he was unmistakably suffering its pangs 
now ; but he did not pin his faith on Aunt Sylvia quite so much as 
that sable individual thought desirable. He was cute enough to 
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detect now and then that her predictions failed of verification, and 
that her moral tales and lessons brought forth for the admonishing 
and improvement of himself and his brothers and sisters, were at 
times apocryphal, and he was wont to go to some of his relatives 
for confirmation of the same. 

However, her veiled warnings had taken effect, for, an hour or 
so later, as Fanny passed the nursery door, she heard a low sob- 
bing, and went in to see who was in trouble. 

Aunt Sylvia had gone down to the kitchen for her cup of tea ; 
Dot and the baby were fast asleep; but from Robbie's crib came 
the mournful sound. 

*' Why Robbie, dear," said Fanny, coming close to him, "what 
is the matter ? ** 

Robbie sat up in his crib, and began crying bitterly. 

Fanny repeated her question, and Robbie answered by 
another. 

** Fanny," he said, '*do people ever die of brain fever?" 

For he was determined to test the truth of Aunt Sylvia's asser- 
tions before he abandoned himself to despair, 

*'Yes, sometimes, I believe," answered Fanny, with increasing 
wonder. 

"And do they ever die of remorse, Fanny?" in an awestruck 
whisper. 
• " Oh yes, lots of 'em, I believe," answered Fanny, rather at 
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random, and not imagining that this malady of the soul could have 
anything to do with her little brothers distress. "But Robbie — *' 

Robbie raised a howl which speedily brought his mamma upon 
the scene ; and she in her turn, and much alarmed at this unusual 
outcry from her sedate little son, made inquiry as to the cause of 
the trouble. 

"I've got it! I've got it!" shrieked Robbie. 

"What have you } What is the matter, child .^ What ails him, 
Fanny?" asked Mrs. Leroy in increasing alarm. 

'* Tm sure I don't know if he means remorse or brain fever, 
mamma," answered the puzzled Fanny. "He was talking about 
both." 

"It's remorse, oh it's remorse!" gasped Robbie; "and it's 
worse than brain fever, 'cause Fanny says only sometimes they die 
of brain fever, but lots of 'em die of remorse." 

It was long before his mother could quiet him, or find out what 
really ailed him ; but at last it came to light how Maggie had 
showed him the mechanism of her secret drawer, on condition of his 
promise to keep it a cohiplete secret, how he had played at it in the 
nursery, how Maude had tempted him to take her into confidence, 
by the bribe of the music toy, how he had yielded, and suffered for 
it ever since, and how Aunt Sylvia's lecture had filled him with ap- 
prehensions lest the remorseful sense of guilt he felt should be the 
death of him. 
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Mrs. Leroy felt that this was not the time to enforce the lesson 
which her little son had already received ; and having soothed him 
and given him a quieting medicine, she bade him go to sleep. 
Relieved by having unburdened his mind to his mother, Robbie 
obeyed, and soon lost the sense of his sorrows, although the still 
sobbing, long-drawn breath told even in slumber how the little man 
had suffered. 

Fearing, however, that Maude's idle, impertinent curiosity 
should lead her to attempt to pry into some secret of Maggie's or 
Bessie's, now that she had the clue to the concealed drawer, Mrs. 
Leroy called Fanny, who had left the nursery after Robbie's con- 
fession, and asked her if she thought it possible that Maude had 
made any use of the information she had gained in such a mean 
way from Robbie. 

That she would do so if she found the opportunity neither 
mother nor daughter doubted ; but Fanny, as unsuspectingly as' 
Maggie and Bessie had done, pronounced it impossible that Maude 
could have found her way to the drawer that morning. 

** For when she was in Maggie's room, mamma, we were all 
there, too," she said, " and when we were down-stairs she was with 
some of us all the time. When she went to hide, she had either 
Carrie or Frankie with her, and they would have told if she had 
gone to the chiffonier. I noticed that she looked at it a great deal, 
but she never touched it, dear mamma." 
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So spoke Fanny, exonerating her cousin from the deed, if not 
from the will, and never imagining the wiles and tricks into which 
Maude s love of prying had led her. 

" Well, I would not persuade Maude to go to Mrs. Bradford's 
to-morrow, if I were you, dear," said her mother. ** She may find 
the chance to do it then ; and I hardly know what it is best to do. 
I cannot bear to have you warn Maggie that Maude knows the 
secret of the drawer, and yet it seems only right to put her on her 
guard. I must think about it a little before I decide." 

" Maude does not wish to go to-morrow, mamma," said Fanny, 
** and when I gave her the girls* invitation, she was quite disagree- 
able about it, so that I was real vexed." 

** Oh, is that so?" said Mrs. Leroy, adding, *' then surely her 
conscience is not at ease. Perhaps she may be repenting her mean- 
ness in persuading Robbie to tell her the secret of the drawer." 

Believing this, Mrs. Leroy resolved to say nothing to Maggie 

» 

of Maude's treachery and Robbie's unfaithfulness, and bade her little 
daughter to keep it to herself also ; but she meant to tell Maude 
that she knew of it, and warn her against making any use of her 
knowledge if she had any regard for her own good character. 
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CHAPTER XIL 



DISAPPOINTMENT. 



** You are all going to know Bessie's secret to-day," said Mag- 
gie to each one of the little guests who was not already in the 
secret, " and the only reason we did not tell you before was be- 
cause we were afraid it would come out if too many knew it." 
Then, casting ^bout in her mind for one of her favorite proverbs 

which should fit the occasion, but finding none, she, according to 

■ 

her usual custom, altered one to suit her purpose. " If," she con- 
tinued, *'in a multitude of counselors there is wisdom, quite the 
contrary may be said of a multitude of secret knowers, in whom 
there is not wisdom, and not secret keeping." 

Maggie's words of wisdom always met with favor at the hands 
of her young friends, and she was rather looked upon as the 
Socrates or Daniel of the small circle. So her reasoning seemed 
good to them, and they agreed that it had been better not to take 
too many into confidence. 

Carrie Ransom alone among all the little girls held her peace 
on the subject. It was not that she did not now agree with the 
others, but she had an uneasy feeling that she had in a measure 
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betrayed Maggie's trust in her, in the hope that if anything were 
discovered by Maude, she would through her become a sharer of 
the secret she had so much desired to learn. Whether Maude had 
found out anything she did not yet know ; but as she said to her- 
self, it was not worth while to have been so anxious about it now 
that all were so soon to learn it. And it could have been nothing* 
so very interesting or important after all, only something connected 
with Miss Ashton's birthday, she supposed, since it was to be 
revealed now. She was provoked with herself for having been so 
restlessly inquisitive in the matter, and worse, that she had brought 
upon herself the uneasy conscience and sense of wrongdoing from 
which she had suffered ever since yesterday. She had yielded to 
her weakness, and felt very remorseAil for it, for she was really fond 
of both Maggie and Bessie who had been her playmates for a long 
time, and now for this new friend she had done them this wrong. 

Alas, poor Carrie ! She was to have occasion for still greater 
regret and remorse before long. 

Each one of the little girls present, all of whom belonged to 
Miss Ashton s class, had brought some small token as a birthday 
gift for her ; and at Maggie s suggestion, they were all placed to- 
gether on a small table, with the names of the owners attached. 

"And now," said Bessie, "come up to our room, and we will 
show you the secret, and tell you what Maggie has programmed.'' 

And with Maggie and Bessie gleefully leading to their own 
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pretty room, the whole merry, happy flock followed them up- 
stairs. 

" New Bessie," said Maggie, when they had all reached that 
bower, *' now tell your secret." 

" I don't quite know if it is so very much my secret, although 
every one has always called it mine," said Bessie, feeling as if she 
must disclaim exclusive proprietorship, even though the affair had 
originated with her. 

'^ You invented it — it was your idea," said Maggie. 

"And without ideas there would be nothing," said Belle Pow- 
ers, with incontrovertible truth. 

" Well," said Bessie, "it came into my head how nice it would 
be to have a piece of poetry about Miss Ashton's birthday, and I 
asked Maggie if she could write it, and she did. Then I thought 
if all those she teaches singing to could sing it for her that would 
be nice, and Aunt May can make music and write it, so I asked her 
to do that ; and the poetry and the music made a lovely song, and 
we all learned it. Maggie — she writes so nicely, you know, besides 
making up so beautifully — copied the words in the music, and she 
did not make one mistake or blot, and Belle has painted the love- 
liest bunch of flowers on the outside. Mamma," continued Bessie, 
with pardonable pride in the skill and success of her coadjutors, 
"says she never saw a neater or prettier piece of work of that kind, 
and that she could hardly have believed that the girls could do it 
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SO well if she had not seen it. Maggie is going to play the accom- 
paniment, and mamma is going to ask Miss Ashton to walk into the 
drawing-room, where all your presents are, and when she comes in we 
are all going to begin to sing. Afterwards we are going to give her 
the song for her own. Now Maggie, show it to the girls, and let them 
read it, and see Belle's lovely picture before we go down-stairs." 

The little group gathered about the chiffonier, as Maggie in 
undoubting confidence proceeded to take out the key and unlock 
the lower drawer. She did not often keep it locked, as she was apt 
to mislay her keys and other such trifles, and sometimes found that 
inconvenient ; and having this secret drawer in which she could 
hide anything especially private, and the most implicit faith in the 
honor and trustworthiness of those about her, she did not care to 
take the trouble to turn the key. 

But on this morning, with the view of adding all possible cere- 
mony to the occasion, she had locked and taken the key from the 
outer drawer. Neither she nor Bessie had happened to look within 
the inner one since the morning of the previous day. 

Pressing the spring which opened the concealed drawer, the 
latter shot out ; and Maggie put out her hand to lift the manuscript 
song, and hand it to her sister that she might display its beauties. 

With a cry of dismay which was echoed by more than one of 
those about her, as she and they saw the condition of the paper in 
which it was folded, she snatched it up. The wrapping, the blue 
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ribbon with which it was tied, and the bottom of the inner drawer 
were covered with something sticky ; and through the thin tissue 
paper showed the bright colors of Belle's carefully executed group 
of flowers blurred and blotted. 

Consternation seized upon one and all, not only upon those 
whose special affair this was, but also those to whom it was a new 
thing. The manuscript sheet with its once pretty adornments was 
so evidently ruined that an overwhelming feeling of regret and dis- 
appointment took possession of even those least interested. 

Their worst fears were realized when' Mrs. Bradford and Mrs. 
Stanton, called by Maggie s cries of, ** Oh, mamma, mamma, come 
quickly and help us ! " came running to see what the trouble might 
be. With the remembrance of yesterday's mishap before her, Mrs. 
Bradford had no doubt as to the nature of the sticky substance with 
which the unfortunate sheet was covered. With the utmost care, 
and with deft, delicate fingers, assisted by her sister-in-law, she 
tried to pull off the wrapping-paper so as to injure the song as little 
as possible. 

But do what they would, it proved unavailing to save it from 
sad mutilation. Thoroughly saturated in the beginning, shut away 
but of sight by the mischievous little meddler who had wrought the 
ruin, and left lying for more than twenty-four hours to dry and 
harden, as the wrapping-paper was peeled off it brought the delicate 
water-colors with it, or left them smeared and blurred, while the 
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two leaves of th,e sheet were glued tightly together, and words and 
music were completely defaced and blotted. The sheet had received 
more than half of th^ contents of a large bottle of mucilage ; what 
wonder then that it was utterly ruined ! 

It 'seemed such a hopeless task from the first, and the manu- 
script proved such an utter wreck as the work proceeded, that not 
only Maggie and Bessie, Belle, Lily, and Fanny, who had the mat- 
ter so much at heart, but also all their sympathizing little compan- 
ions who stood by, were in tears over this sudden downfall of their 
contemplated birthday greeting to Miss Ashton. 

And there was Miss Ashton now with her mother. It was too 
late to remedy the disaster even had that been possible. 

But how had this come? It seemed impossible that the mucil- 
age could have found its way into the inner drawer unless it had 
been open when the bottle was overturned ; and both Maggie and 
Bessie stoutly disclaimed having opened it since early on the 
previous morning. Certainly neither of them could have done so 
between the time when Maggie had placed the bottle on the 
top of the chiffonier, and thatnn which the mucilage had been dis- 
covered upon the front of the drawers, for the two little sisters had 
been in one another's company during the wholie of that time, and 
could each one remember for the other as well as for herself that 
they had not been up-stairs. 

Again did Mrs. Bradford's suspicions point to Maude ; but here 
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again, to all appearance, the thing was not only improbable, but 
impossible, for the children so positively asserted that she also had 
been in company with some of the others during the whole time. 

" My darlings," said Mrs. Bradford, " it is a hopeless task to 
try to restore this — do not be so distressed " — as a renewed burst 
of grief from her hearers followed this declaration. " You all 
know your parts, and we will have the song yet for Miss Ashton 
when you feel a little quieter ; and Belle can — why, Fanny, my child, 
do not take it so much to heart." 

From the moment of the discovery of the ruin, Fanny had 
withdrawn a little to one side ; and now as Mrs. Bradford's eyes 
fell upon her, she was sitting upon the side of Maggie s bed with a 
face so white and terrified, and in an attitude so drooping that Mrs. 
Bradford was startled, and so were the rest when they turned and 
looked at her. 

A high-minded, sensitive child, with an acute sense of honor 
and delicacy which forbade her trespassing even in the slightest 
degree upon the rights of others, Fanny was literally overcome 
with the thought which to her was no mere suspicion, but a cer- 
tainty, having, as she had, Robbie's confession of last night before 
her. How or when Maude had contrived to make her way to the 
room and then to the drawer she could not tell, this did seem even 
beyond her capabilities for acquiring unlawful knowledge, but that 

she had found ways and means of effecting her purpose to learn 
14 
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what was in the drawer she could not doubt, nor that in some man> 
ner she had been the author of this destruction. 

Maude's evident uneasiness and depression of yesterday and 
this morning had been noticed by all the family at home, and had 
excited remark. 

** She's been at some of her * ways that are dark and tricks that 
are vain,' and so got herself into another scrape, Til answer for it,'* 
Charlie had said, striking the right nail upon the head with more 
force and truth than he could himself have believed possible. 

She must indeed have been about " ways that are dark," tricks 
that would not bear the light; and Fanny's upright, honorable 
little soul sank within her. 

And then, if further confirmation were needed, there was 
Maude's pettish and persistent refusal to accompany her to Mrs. 
Bradford's that day, a thing which Mrs. Griswold had urged upon 
her, but which Fanny, heeding her mother's counsels, had foreborne 
to do. 

What could she do ? How bear this guilty secret of another 
about with her all the evening? 

Her answer to Mrs. Bradford's question was an almost hyster- 
ical burst of tears, so violent that the others dried their own to sym- 
pathize with and soothe her. 

And yet it seemed strange that she whose only part in the pro- 
gramme was that of joining in with her sweet voice should be so 
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much more distressed than Maggie, or Bessie, or Belle, whose ideas 
and work had conceived and carried out the thing. She was a 
nervous and timid child, but her present agitation seemed so out of 
all proportion to the cause, that ladies, children, and servants all 
wondered. That she had in any way been the culprit in this sad 
affair never entered the mind of any one there, although a stranger 
might have seen reason to think so. But to those who knew her 
Fanny Leroy was above all suspicion. Had she in any unfortunate 
way met with an accident, and ruined the manuscript, her first act 
would have been to confess it; and all there knew this. 

Although her older guests were now in the house, Mrs. Brad- 
ford felt that she could not leave her, and begged Mrs. Stanton to 
go down-stairs and make her apologies while she calmed the excited 
child. 

As for Carrie, she had not uttered a word since the discovery 
of the ruin which had been wrought, but stood with her face turned 
from the others in the room, as sick at heart as Fanny, perhaps 
more so, for while the latter had a conscience free from the slight- 
est shadow of guilt, Carrie not only shared her belief that she knew 
the culprit, but felt that she herself was not without blame in the 
matter. 

Oh, if she had only held her peace, and refused positively to 
answer any of the questions put to her by Maude — refused even to 
say *' Yes " or •* No " ; if she had only warned Maggie that Maude 
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knew of the secret of her concealed drawer, and had expressed her 
determination to make use of this knowledge if she could find the 
opportunity. Her fault magnified itself tenfold, and out of all due 
proportion, now that she saw how this trouble might have been pre- 
vented if she had but spoken the word. How Maude had contrived 
to find her way to Maggie s room and to the drawer was still as 
much a mystery to her as it was to Fanny ; but that she had done 
so Carrie could not doubt 

The other children were all so excited, and so taken up with 
Fanny's distress that they did not notice her agitation ; indeed as 
she stood turned away from them, one or two thought her rather 
indifferent, and ascribed it to pique at having been left out of the 
intended little musical performance, for Carrie was apt to be what 
her playmates called ''touchy.** 

When the first shock of the disappointment was over, and Fanny 
had become somewhat calmer, Mrs. Bradford suggested that they 
should all come down-stairs; and, as the little performers all knew 
their parts by heart, and did not need the defaced sheet of music in 
order to play and sing it, that tliey should still give Miss Ashton 
the birthday greeting, as before arranged. 

Belle's loss was really the greatest, since the painting upon 
the sheet was totally destroyed, and that had been her only share in 
the pretty gift, she having no part in the song itself. But she bore 
it bravely, and did not seem to think her lot one atom harder than 
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that of her companions, or, indeed, as hard as that of Maggie and 

Bessie. 

It was agreed that the programme should be carried out as 
had been intended, for there was no necessity for losing the whole 
thing because a part had so sadly failed ; and afterward the song 
might be once more written out, words and music, and Belle could 
paint a new title-page for it 

So, drying their tears, and putting this wreck of their hopes out 
of sight, the little group went down-stairs to welcome Miss Ashton. 

Presently the quartette singers, accompanied by Belle, whom 
they insisted should be with them, slipped into the next room ; then 
the portiere was drawn back ; Miss Ashton was asked to go in there ; 
and as -she crossed the threshold, the sweet young voices were 
raised in the pretty, simple birthday greeting. 

Alas! They had sung but three or four lines. Miss Ashton 
and her mother listening in pleased surprise, when Fanny, whose 
composure had been with difficulty maintained up to the present 
point, faltered ; there was a quiver in her voice which she could not 
control, and which in the present state of public feeling was infec- 
tious ; she hesitated again, and then broke down utterly. Maggie 
kept bravely on with the accompaniment, and tried to keep her 
own voice steady ; but the contagion spread ; there came a sob 
from Belle ; and then, with one accord, voices and piano all ceased, 
a smothered chorus of sobs taking their place. 
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Poor children, the disappointment had been too much for them; 
and it had to be confessed that the whole thing was an ignominious 
failure. 

And this all through an idle, impertinent curiosity. 

" It's awful, it's perfectly awful ! " ejaculated energetic Lily 
Norris, dashing from her eyes the tears which were immediately 
replaced by others, " and I wish that the man who invented 
mucilage was all stuck together with it himself, and then that all 
his mucilage was melted up in the water of the ocean, where it 
would never bring disappointment to poor children again !" 

Ungrateful Lily, forgetful of all the service rendered by mucil- 
age in the matter of scrap-books, broken toys, and so forth ! 

But such is the way with us all, in great matters and small ; 
our blessings and benefits are taken as a matter of course, tiieir loss 
met with grumblings and complaints. 



CHAPTER XIII. 



THE WORTH OF A CHARACTER. 



*' It was Maude, it was her meddling fingers ; I'll wager my head 

it was Maude ! " exclaimed Charlie Leroy, when he heard the story. 

Fanny would have said nothing until she had taken counsel 
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with her mother ; but her brothers Felix and Charlie had come to 
Mrs. Bradford's to escort her home, and of course they heard of the 
catastrophe almost as soon as they were in the house. 

" But it could not have been, they say," said Fred Bradford. 
•' She was with some of the other children yesterday all the time 
after they came down-stairs until she went away, and she has not 
been here since ; so, though I don't doubt she had the will, she has 
not had the way." 

" Humph ; when Maude has a will, she finds a way, if it's any- 
thing she wants to know about, or pry into," said Charlie. ** We Ve 
found that out at our house, and you'll find it out, too, before you 
know her long, Fred. Fe," turning to his brother, who stood by 
listening, but who had not yet joined in the talk, '' you are good on 
detective service ; can't you find out if Maude has had any hand in 
this ? " 

But Felix merely shook his head slightly, and turned away. 
He had too keen a sense of his own recent fall from rectitude and 
honor to wish or dare to strive to bring home to another any failing 
of the same nature. 

At that moment little Frankie Bradford ran up to the elder 
boys in hope of a frolic with Charlie Leroy, whom he regarded with 
admiring eyes. 

" It's a shame to think Maude did it when it is quite impossi- 
ble," said Fred again ; " besides, what object could she have ? She 
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is good friends with our Maggie and Bessie ; and if she were not, 

she'd surely never be mean and spiteful enough to do such a thing 

just to vex them." 

** No, never," said Charlie. " She is sweet temper and good 

nature itself, and never bears malice, that I can see; but," he 

added, slowly, as he recollected that he had himself done his 

utmost to excite Maude's curiosity on the subject, — "but then 

you see, she knew they had a secret, and she was bound to find 

f 

it out." 

** How did she know there was anything to find out?" asked 
Fred. " The girls kept their secret so well that Hal and I never 
knew there was any until yesterday, and we wondered what all the 
extra practicing, and so forth, was for. Fanny did not tell her, did 
she ? " 

" No, but he did," said Felix, coming near again, and hearing 
Fred's question. " He found it out by accident, that is, that there 
was a secret, and then, of course, every one in the house knew it. 
Charlie never can keep his own counsel, or any one else's, you 
know." 

Here he dodged a rap on the head from Charlie's jack-knife, 
which that careful youth was opening and closing in a reckless way 
as he talked. 

** Well, I don't care," said Fred. ** As I said before, she'd pry 
out anything if she could, it seems ; but she had no chance. When 
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she was here yesterday, she was with some of the others all the 
time. Frankie, they say you went to hide with Maude ; she did not 
take you to Maggie's room, did she ? " 

** No, she didn't ; but she did not be with me all the time," 
said Frankie ; " she put me in the coat-cldset, and went to hide in 
another place herself. I wanted to go with her, and she said I was 
'fraid to stay alone '' — this with scorn ineffable, as he repudiated the 
charge — "just as if I could be 'fraid of the dark and of the alone ! So 
I told her to go, and she hid in another place, where we didn't find 
her for ever-so-long, but they found me 'most right-away. But it 
was mean not to let me be with her when she went to that nice 
place." 

The older boys looked at one another. Here had been, per- 
haps, the " way " which they had supposed to be wanting, the 
opportunity to run away by herself and explore the recesses of 
Maggie s room. 

" Oh come, now," said . Harry Bradford, " what are we all 
thinking of? The song was in Maggie's secret drawer, and 
Maude did not even know there was such a place. Maggie says 
she never told her about it, and if she had known there was one 
she did not know the spring. We are all out there. The 
truth is, Maude has earned such a character for herself that 
we are all ready to lay every accident and bit of mischief at her 
door." 
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Charlie shrugged his shoulders, and began to sing : 

" There was a young meddler named Maude, 
Whose karacter was exceedingly bad ; 
When told not to pry, 
She would always ask * Why ? ' 
This meddling young person named Maude.'* 

Then, with a wave of his hand toward Harry: 

'' There was a young gallant named Hal, 
Who would always stand up for each gal ; 

Though she kicked up a row. 

He'd excuse her somehow. 
This chivalrous young gallant named Hal. 

There was a young " — 

. *' Oh, stop it ! " cried both Harry and Fred, although Charlie*s 
apt way of applying nonsense verses to all occasions did give much 
amusement to his companions, and was considered by them to be 
quite a gift 

** Stop it ! " repeated Harry. " It could not have been Maude, 
and so there's an end of it. It is not fair to the girl to be talking 
as if it could have been none but she." 

" This chivalrous young gallant named Hal," 

chanted Charlie, darting off, however, beyond the reach of Harry's 
threatening hand. 

Meanwhile, in Fanny's home, Maude was suffering the pangs 
of remorse deeper than Robbie s, although less violent in its out- 
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ward manifestations, but unrelieved by any confession, as his had 
been. She was too good-hearted a child, spite of the besetting 
fault which carried all before it, not to. grieve over the misfortune 
she had brought upon Maggie and Bessie ; for although she had as 
yet no clew to the mystery, she had little doubt that everything in 
that drawer must be completely ruined. She had gathered from 
something she had overheard that the secret was to be revealed to- 
day ; and being quick enough at putting two and two together, she 
had rightly guessed that Miss Ash ton was concerned therein. Sup- 
pose that there had been some intended birthday present in the 
drawer, she said to herself, coming, as we know, very near the 
truth in her surmises, something on which Maggie and Bessie, her 
own cousin, and the two others, Lily and Belle, had spent their time, 
pains, and money. If so, its destruction had probably been discov- 
ered soon after Fanny and the other young guests had arrived ; and 
although she dreaded to hear the news Fanny might bring home, 
she was in a fever of impatience to know the worst. To do her 
justice, she had no fears for herself, for she did not believe that any 
one would suspect her, and she had no intention of confessing her 
own part in the destruction of the contents of the drawer, unless, 
indeed, she should learn that any other person was suspected, or 
charged with it, then she would have owned herself the guilty one. 
It may be safely said that Maude had never before been much 
troubled by the result of any of the numerous escapades which had 
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followed on her prying and meddling habits ; but she would now 
have given much could she in any way have repaired the mischief 

Mrs. Leroy saw that her little niece was unhappy and restless ; 
and, coupling this with her refusal to go to Mrs. Bradford's, she 
justly ascribed it to its right cause, at least in part, for she supposed 
it to arise fronl a sense of her meanness in persuading Robbie to be- 
tray Bessie's secret, and a too late repentance therefor. Believing, 
as her children had done, that Maude had had no opportunity to 
take advantage of the knowledge so unlawfully acquired, she did 
not dream of the mischief which had been wrought, or of the extent 
of Maude's regret and remorse. 

Seeing the child in such a mood, and knowing that for the 
present, at least, there was no fear that she could find her way to 
Maggie's secret drawer, she would not now tell her that she knew 
how she had tampered with Robbie's honesty, but left her own 
sense of her wrongdoing to do its work, resolving that if Maude 
should go to Mrs. Bradford's again, she would warn her against 
meddling with the secret drawer. 

Startling revelations awaited both Mrs. Leroy and Maude, 
however. 

Thinking that her little daughter was not well, Mrs. Griswold 
tried to persuade her to go to rest at an earlier hour than usual ; 
but in vain. Although she dreaded to meet her cousins, and hear 
the report which she feared they might bring, Maude felt that she 
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could not sleep until she knew the worst, and she would not go up- 
stairs until they came. 

About nine o'clock they appeared, Charlie rushing in first, in 
more than his usual headlong fashion, greatly excited, and talking 
so fast that his words nearly tripped one another up. 

" There's been a pretty row at the Bradfords this afternoon/' 
he said, bursting upon the family group seated on the piazza, "a 
nice row. Some disgusting, meddling, beasdy wretch " — Charlie was 
not apt to be moderate in his choice of terms when he was excited or 
indignant — " has been to that wonderful secret drawer of Maggie's, 
and poured mucilage over a painting, or song, or both, or some- 
thing of Belle's, or Bessie's, or some of them, and it was for a 
great surprise to Miss Ashton, and that was the great secret — the 
secret you were in such a way about, Maude, you know — and the 
thing was utterly ruined ; and Fan had a hand in it, too, somehow, 
only I couldn't be bothered taking in all the ins and outs ; but there's 

a perfect squad of them mixed up in it, and such salt floods as have 
been flowing there it was a caution to see, and they're all down in 

the dumps. They were not crying when I was there, to be sure, 

but such red eyes, and streaked cheeks, and doleful faces ! And 

they're all ready for another gush as soon as the people have gone, 

and they have their company manners off", you can see. Fan has 

been crying half the way home." 

Charlie's story was not much more lucid than elegant in style ; 
15 
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but there was one person there who understood him thoroughly, 
whatever might be the case with the rest of his hearers. 

Her worst fears were realized. 

Nor did reckless Charlie spare her. 

Turning to her, he added : " Maude, I'd have thought you had 
been at some of your tricks again, only the thing was put away in a 
place you did not know about ; but, even now, some of the fellows 
half think you did it." 

Maude gave a little gasp by way of answer. She could no 
more have found words in which to reply to Charlie than she could 
have flown. 

" Charlie," said Mr.' Leroy, " it seems to me that you have 
your company manners off. What are you thinking of, my boy, to 
speak in that way to your cousin, and what right have you or any 
other person to suspect her ? " 

** Only 'cause we know her so well, sir," said Charlie, unde- 
terred from these thrusts at his cousin by the presence of her 
parents, or the claims of civility due to a guest in his own house ; 

« 

"everything that happens no one knows how we always lay to 
Maude ; now don't we, Maude ? '* 

This appeal to the poor trembling culprit was made in the most 
genial, matter-of-fact manner, as if he were crediting her with all 
the known virtues ; but she shrank farther away from him in the 
semi-darkness of the piazza. 
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And now came Fanny and Felix, the former in the lowest of 
spirits, although Charlie had exaggerated when he had said that 
she had cried all the way home. She had begged Charlie not to 
say anything about the catastrophe of the afterhoon until she had 
time to tell her mother ; but he was not to be restrained, and, as we 
have seen, poured out the tale at once. 

*'Come here, daughter," said Mr. Leroy, "come here and tell 
us what has been the trouble with you and your little friends this 
evening. Charlie has enlightened us just about as much as he 
usually does when he undertakes to tell a story. Now we will hear 
your version. 

But with the firm conviction in her mind that it was Maude 
and no other who had worked- the mischief — a conviction strength- 
ened since she had left Mrs. Bradford's house, for Charlie had told 
her that Maude had not been with Frankie all the time while they 
were both supposed to be hiding on the previous day — Fanny 
could not tell the story in the presence of so many, and especially 
of the culprit herself. She shrank close to her mother, and putting 
her hand into hers, begged her father to excuse her, for she did not 
want to talk about it now. 

Her tearful voice and nervous manner told Mr. Leroy, as 
well as the rest of those present, that the sensitive child was 
feeling deeply on the subject; and nothing more was asked. 
Charlie, however, continued to air his views concerning the mat- 
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ter until Fanny begged him, and his father ordered him, to 
cease. 

But when the young people went up-stairs, Harold called 
Fanny into their mother s dressing-room. 

" Now tell me all about your bothers, Fan," he said, for this 
brother and sister were always in one another's confidence, and he 
knew that she was ready to pour out her woes to him. 

Fanny told her story; and, although reluctantly, gave her 
reasons for suspecting Maude. 

Now, if the truth must be told, Fanny was apt to magnify her 
troubles, and to speak of them in a somewhat exaggerated manner. 

"If it was Maude, and. I am almost sure it must have been," 
she said as she concluded, ** is it not dreadful to have one's own 
relation commit such a crime? Oh, Harold, shan't you feel dis- 
graced ? " 

"Well, no, I can't say I shall," answered Harold; "and 
though it was a mean thing, I don't call it a crime. Fan. Besides, 
you don't suppose Maude meant to hurt the thing, or to spill the 
mucilage, if she did it, as I am afraid she did. It was awfully 
shabby in her not to tell, too; but perhaps she was frightened. 
You can see she is very unhappy now, and that is another thing 
that makes me suspect her, for she does not usually seem to mind if 
people find she has been meddling. I guess she knows this is 
something worse than usual, I'm sorry for her, anyhow." 
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Fanny smiled a melancholy smile as she thought of Charlie's 
" chivalrous young gallant " who would '* always stand up for each 
gal ; " for here was a case in point. 

" But what would you do about it ? *' asked Fanny. ** Would 
you ask Maude if she knows anything about it, or would you wait 
to see if she will tell herself? " 

" I'm sure I don't know," answered Harold. 

*' I'll see what mamma says," said Fanny. 

And now here came mamma herself, who, knowing that her 
little daughter would not be likely to sleep until she had had some 
consultation with her, had come up-stairs to seek her. Hearing 
the murmur of voices from her own sitting-room, that refuge of the 
distressed or perplexed members of her household, she was not sur- 
prised to find Fanny and her brother there. 

Mrs. Leroy counseled Fanny to say nothing to Maude that 
night, unless her cousin first spoke to her. She saw that Maude 
was very unhappy, and she could scarcely doubt that the cause was 
her uneasy conscience, and the knowledge of the disappointment 
she had brought upon Bessie Bradford and the other little girls. 

She thought it more than likely that these would urge her to 
confess that she had been meddling and prying where she had no 
right to go, and that by some accident she had overturned the 
mucilage into the drawer. 

Save Carrie Ransom, none of all those who suspected Maude 
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could guess why she had been so anxious to go to the secret drawer, 
beyond her overpowering curiosity ; for no one else knew that she 
was aware that the mystery which had so excited her lay there. 

Following her mother s counsels, Fanny did not introduce the 
subject when she went to her room ; but it was difficult to tell what 
to do when from the little room adjoining her own and occupied by 
Maude came the sound of deep sobs, and she knew that her cousin 
was weeping bitterly. 

She went in. Maude had thrown herself half undressed on her 
bed, and did not rise when Fanny came, although she must have 
heard her. 

Fanny stood silent for a moment, and then said softly and 
sympathizingly, "Don't cry so, Maude.*' 

Renewed and more passionate sobs. 

** Don't, Maude, don't!" repeated Fanny; and at length, find- 
ing her entreaties did no good, but rather seemed to add force to 
Maude's agitation, she simply stood by in silent distress, saying no 
more. 

She was thinking of calling her mother, and telling her of the 
state Maude was in, when the latter raised herself, and pushing 
back with both hands the hair which hung over her face, looked up 
at her. 

" Oh, Fanny," she gasped, " I'm so horrid ! " 

Fanny gave a murmur, it might be either of assent or dissent. 
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for not being sure of what was to follow, she did not know whether 
or no she should coincide in this opinion. 

'* You'll never forgive me," moaned Maude. " Even any one as 
good as you could never do it, I know; and Maggie and Bessie 
never can, either." 

** I think they would," said Fanny, slowly, a conviction of how 
difficult this would be forcing itself upon her, "I think they would, 
and I would, too. If people are sorry for what they have done, 
they have to be forgiven, you know. What is it, Maude dear.^ 
Wouldn't you feel better if you told ? " 

Then, with a fresh paroxysm of tears and sobs, Maude told the 
story which Fanny had expected to hear, at least in part, how it 
was through her meddling and undue curiosity that the accident 
had happened to the song, and how wretched she had been ever 
since. 

The first shock of the disappointment had passed, and Fanny 
had been so sure that Maude was the guilty person, that the con- 
fession was no surprise to her, and her cousin's distress was so 
evident and genuine, that, after all, she did not find it so difficult to 
forgive her as she had imagined it would be. 

'* I'll have to tell Maggie and Bessie, too, and that is the worst 
of all," sobbed Maude ; ** and I suppose the whole world will have 
to know it. Oh, I'll never, never meddle again, or even ask ques- 
tions, or try to find anything out." 
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Before Maude was quiet her mother came up, for she had 
seemed so restless and uneasy all day without any apparent cause, 
that Mrs. Griswold felt a little anxious, with what good reason you 
shall hear ; and coming to see if she were quiet, she in her turn 
heard the story. 

It was some time before the child could be quieted and 
soothed, but at last she lay down and composed herself to sleep, 
and then her mother passed into the room occupied by Fanny and 
her sister Ella. 

"Ella," she whispered to the latter, "will you lock your doors 
to-night, all save the one leading into Maude's room?" 

** I always do," said Ella; "but is anything wrong? " 

** No," answered her aunt, rather nervously, '* but when Maude 
was younger she had a habit of walking in her sleep. She seems 
to have outgrown it now, and it is more than a year since she has 
done it ; but the turns were apt to come when she was over-excited 
in any way, and she has been so agitated and unhappy to-night 
that I feel a little uneasy. But she has never done any harm to 
herself or any one else, and she cannot wander out of these two 
rooms if the doors are locked. If you hear her, do not wake her 
suddenly, but, if possible, guide her gently back to her own room, 
and she may just quietly go to bed. However, I think there is no 
probability that she will do it again." 

Ella was rather startled, and visions of all manner of dire pos- 
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sibilities rose before Fannys eyes. They both thought, as I do, 
that it would be wise for Mrs. Griswold to sleep near her little 
daughter herself, that she might be on the watch ; but neither of 
them had the courage to suggest it. They passed a resdess, wakeful 
night, listening for any noise from the next room ; but none came, 
save an occasional sob or moan, as Maude tossed in her sleep. 
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CHAPTER XIV. 



MAUDES LAST LESSON. 



The early part of the season had been very dry, but it seemed 
now as if the heavens were making up for lost time, and sending 
down upon the thirsty earth the accumulated moisture of many pre- 
vious weeks. But while the incessant and repeated showers filled 
the hearts of older and more provident people with rejoicing, they 
were a sore trial to our young friends by reason of their constant 
interference with outdoor pleasures. 

Fanny had told Maude that she had invited Maggie and Bessie 
to spend the following day with her, and that she would then have 
an opportunity to tell her sad story to them. It was a little relief to 
Maude to hear this, for she felt as if it would be easier to make her 
confession at home than to go to Mr. Bradford's house with the ex- 
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press purpose of doing so. Now, too, that she had on her confession 
cap, she was anxious to have it done with, and to see Maggie and 
Bessie as soon as possible ; so she, as well as Fanny, was dismayed 
on waking in the morning to find a heavy, lowering sky, and a steady 
down-pour of rain. For Mrs. Bradford was very careful of Bessie, 
and did not often allow her to go out in the rain and dampness. 

Not a little pleased and surprised were they, therefore, when, 
at the time when they might have been expected, Mr. Bradford's 
carriage drove to the door with the little girls within. 

But both Fanny and Maude noticed that from the moment they 
came in they looked rather askance at the latter, and that there was 
a very unusual coldness and constraint in their manner toward her. 
Maggie showed an evident desire to take Fanny apart, as if she 
wished to speak to her in private ; but Maude's impatience to ease 
herself of the load on her mind was too great for her to allow this. 

The moment Fanny had taken them all up into her play-room, 
the shameful story was again told, with a new outburst of tears and 
sobs, and with many supplications for pardon. This was so unlike 
Maude, who usually tried to excuse or make light of her besetting 
fault, and her repentance seemed so sincere that Maggie and Bessie 
could not refuse their forgiveness, although it was hard to grant it. 

Bessie's color rose, and her eyes flashed, as she listened to the 
tale of steady, persistent meanness, persevered in to gain so small 
a thing, and one to which the meddler had no more right than she 
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had to her money from her purse ; but she controlled her quick 
temper, and spoke no angry words in answer. 

" I did feel as if I would like to give her one good hard slap," 
she said afterwards, in speaking of it to her sister. ** I don't think 
I ever felt quite so slappy in all my life." 

Maggie's great black eyes grew round with wonder and sup- 
pressed indignation, and a sense of having been very shabbily treat- 
ed ; while poor sensitive Fanny, standing by, full of pity and shame 
for her cousin, could not help feeling as if she somehow shared in 
the disgrace through her relationship to the culprit. 

But to the great credit of our Maggie and Bessie, be it spoken, 
not one harsh or reproachful word was said by either ; and Maude, 
although made to feel still smaller by their magnanimity, was some- 
what comforted by their assurances that they would forgive her. 

"We knew a little about this," said Bessie, ''before we came 
here. We had a note from Carrie Ransom this morning, and she 
told us that you had tried to make her tell about the secret drawer ; 
then we heard that you left Frankie, and went off by yourself. So 
we knew you could do it, only we didn't want to think you did." 

" And that was the reason you seemed rather mad at me when 
yoii came," said Maude. 

"Well, we didn't mean to seem mad," answered Bessie, "but 
we felt pretty severe with you because we knew you had tried to 
find out our secret, even if you had not spoiled it. " 
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'* What did Carrie say ? " Maude was about to ask ; but, remem- 
bering in time her new-formed resolution, she battled with the force 
of old habit, and checked herself. 

Perhaps Maggie knew what she would have asked ; perhaps 
she thought it as well to show Carrie's note, which she had brought 
with that intention ; and she now handed it over for the inspection 
of the two cousins. 

Carrie wrote : 



"Dear Maggie and Bessie, — 

** I am the most dredful betrayer that ever was, and I think you 
will never k6ep frends with me any longer when you kno what I 
have dun. Mord and I wanted to kno what Bessie's sekret was, 
and I thort it was real mene of you not to take me and Nellie in it 
when some others knu, and Mord herd the girls tell in the tent that 
the sekret was in the sekret drawer, and she was detter — I can't 
spel it — and she would find it out, I mene, so she beged me o ever 
so hard to tell her witch draw it was had the sekret one in it, and I 
didn't tell her witch one it was, but I did witch ones it wasn't. And 
then I felt so horrid and mene, and I think Mord and I are just 
orfle, don't you ? And when I saw all the mussylegs spiled in the 
drawer and over your lovly sekret, I think I felt about as bad as 
Kane did when he killed Able, and I'm never going to be kureous 
any more, but brake myself rite up of it, and if it was Mord spoilled 
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the song, I am most as bad as she is, going and telling her, and if I 
could do anything to make up, Tm sure I should be so glad. I wish 
there was something verry horrid I could do to myself, and good enuf 
for me. Do you think you could forgive me? If you will have sutch 
a frend, your frend till time shal be no mor. — Carrie Ransom." 

Composition, grammar, and orthography were none of them 
strong points with Carrie, as you have perceived ; but in the eyes 
of Maggie and Bessie this note had contrition enough in it to 
atone for the lack of these, and Fanny agreed with them that she, 
too, must be forgiven; while Maude insisted upon it that Carrie 
had not been much to blame since she had pressed her so hardly. 

This disagreeable business settled, and peace restored, our little 
girls went to their play, but there was a lack of spirit in it, and it 
was not until late in the day that they were all at ease again. 

That afternoon a gift arrived for Harold, a superb magic lan- 
tern, sent by his grandfather; and ne proposed to exhibit it that 
evening, as Maggie and Bessie were there to enjoy it 

But the storm had increased so in violence since the morning 
that Mrs. Bradford sent for her little girls at an earlier hour than 
she otherwise would have done ; and Mrs. Leroy, seeing their dis- 
appointment, and unwilling that they should lose the anticipated 
pleasure, sent back a request that they should be allowed to remain 

all night under her care. 
16 
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Mrs. Bradford gave permission for this; and great was the 
glee of the four little girls. Ella gave up her own place, and went 

for the night to 
another room; 
and when the 
magiclantem and 
the other enter- 
tainments of the 
evening were 
over, they all went 
happily up-stairs 
together, Maggie 
and Bessie to 
share Fanny's 
bed, Maude, a s 
usual, to occupy 
her own smaller 
room. 

You may im- 
agine the chatter- 
ing and laughter, 
in which Maude, who had recovered her usual volatile spirits, bore 
her full share, although, it must be said, not once during the day or 
evening had she been seen or heard to manifest any undue curiosity. 



MAUDE CANNOT SLEEP. 



BESSIE BRADFORD'S SECRET. 245 

But at last Mrs. Leroy and Aunt Becky, hearing the frolic, 
came in, and bade them all to be quiet, and go to sleep. 

The first command heeded, obedience to the second soon fol- 
lowed ; and three in one room and one bed, and one in the next 
were off to the land of dreams. 

Bessie was a light sleeper, and it seemed to her that she had 
but just closed her eyes, although she had in reality been asleep 
for three or four hours, when she was awakened by some move- 
ment close at hand. 

With a little feeling of bewilderment, owing to her unaccus- 
tomed place of slumber, she roused herself, and looked around her. 

A flood of moonlight was pouring in at one of the long French 
windows which in this room looked out upon an upper or second 
story piazza, guarded by a strong railing or balustrade, with a broad 
coping on the top. 

In the moonlight stood a little white figure with long braids 
of hair falling down its back, and Bessie had no difficulty in recog- 
nizing Maude. 

With no thought of danger to Maude, but for fear of awakening 
her sister and Fanny, who lay one on each side of her, she whispered, 

" Is that you, Maude } Are you ill ? " 

No answer; and after a moments pause Maude moved on 
toward the open window. 

Bessie spoke a little louder. 
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" Maude, where are you going ? What is the matter ? '' 

Still silence ; and Maude, moving noiselessly, stepped out of 
the window upon the piazza. 

The storm was over, and the stream of moonlight made that 
part of the room near the window almost as bright as day, and 
Bessie saw her very distinctly. Filled with wonder, she touched 
Maggie, who, when awakened, was always very wide awake, and 
told her what she had seen. 

What could Maude be about ? Was she at some of her med- 
dling tricks again ? But there was nothing to meddle with upon 
the piazza, it would seem. 

'* Let s go see," said Maggie. ** Maybe she is ill, and went out 
for the air." 

Accordingly the two little sisters slipped out of bed, but the 
stir they made roused Fanny, who was speedily told of this strange 
freak of Maude's. 

But Fanny, although excessively startled, was not puzzled as 
Maggie and Bessie had been. Remembering what she had heard 
last night, she said in a frightened whisper : 

** I'm afraid she is walking in her sleep. Aunt Julia said she 
did it sometimes." 

To rise and run, all three barefooted, to the window was the 
work of an instant ; and they peeped out, half dreading what they 
might see. 

o 
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There was nothing which seemed alarming in the sight which 
met their eyes. 

There in the moonlight stood the graceful little white-robed 
figure, its hands clasped together, its head bent forward, as if listen- 
ing or waiting for something. 

** She s not asleep, she's awake,** said Bessie, incredulously. 
^' Just see her.'* 

"No, she's not awake," whispered Fanny; **see her eyes. I 
must call some one. Don't speak to her ; Aunt Julia said she must 
not be wakened suddenly." 

And Fanny turned, and ran swiftly out of the room toward 
that of her mother, leaving her two awe-struck little guests to 
watch her cousin. They were not exactly frightened, for they 
had heard of people walking in their sleep ; but there was some- 
thing painful and almost awful in seeing Maude stand there with 
the silvery light falling over her, and yet to know that she was 
asleep. 

But now she moved and walked slowly toward the end of the 
piazza, where a chair stood close by the balustrade. Here it seemed 
as if she were at a loss, or as if she were seeking for something. 
The piazza below, which corresponded with this, terminated in a 
flight of steps leading to the grounds ; and whether or no Maude 
imagined herself upon that, and was seeking an outlet, or upon 
what errand she was bound none can ever know. But after moving 
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uneasily back and forth for an instant, she stepped noiselessly upon 
the chair, and thence upon the piazza railing. 

Quick as a flash Bessie was beside her, for now convinced that 
she was fast asleep, her prudent little soul divined the awful risk to 
Maude in this perilous position. Another step forward, and it would 
be to certain destruction. Bessie knew that a flight of stone steps 
lay below, and that the height was great from these to the balus- 
trade where Maude stood poised almost as if she were in the air. 

With a wit and presence of mind rare in a child so young, she 
grasped one of Maude s ankles with both hands; while Maggie, as 
quick to take the idea as Bessie had been to conceive it, seized 
upon the other in like manner, and but just in time, for Bessie's 
touch had waked Maude suddenly, and as she started and fell for- 
ward, Bessie's small hands could hardly have held her back without 
other aid. As it was, it was almost more than the two little sisters 
could do to keep their hold on her, for the strain was great, and 
had Maude struggled, probably they must have let go, and she 
fallen headlong upon the stones beneath. 

But bewildered and half stunned by the shock of the sudden 
awakening, and the strange position in which she found herself, 
Maude hung for an instant motionless, and this saved her, as the 
two brave little rescuers kept their hold with all the strength they 
could summon. To them it seemed an age before help came, in 
reality it was but k moment, for Fanny had flown to her mother's 
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room, passing through the nursery on her way. Aunt Sylvia was 
up, for she had risen to give Dot a drink, and Fanny hastily told 
her that Maude was walking in her sleep, and was out on the bal- 
cony. Aunt Sylvia, forgetting her usual calm propriety, which never 
allowed her to move faster than with a slow, dignified step, hastened 
as fast as her feet could carry her to the spot, and beheld, to her utter 
amazement, Maude, hanging head downward over the balustrade, 
and Maggie and Bessie clutching her with the grasp of despair. 

The strong arms of the old colored woman had seized the child 
in another moment, and drawn her back to life and safety. Then, 
all other thoughts for the time overcome by the gratitude which 
filled her heart for the preservation of the ghild, she laid her down 
upon the piazza floor, and, sinking on her knees beside her, poured 
forth an earnest and heartfelt thanksgiving. 

What a strange sight was that which met the eyes of Mrs. 
Leroy, as hurriedly following her little daughter, who had raised the 
alarm, she stepped out upon the balcony. 

Maude lying upon the piazza floor, still too bewildered and 
dazed to comprehend what had happened ; Maggie and Bessie 
clasped in one another's arms, sobbing and crying with terror and 
excitement ; and Aunt Sylvia, with raised hands and uplifted face, 
loudly giving thanks over the prostrate child, the soft light of the 
full moon falling over all. 

But now Maude, coming to herself, and tel-rified beyond meas- 
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ure by the sudden shock of her dreadful awakening, raised shriek 
after shriek, and soon summoned the startled household. Not, 
however, before Mrs. Leroy had carried her into the house, laid her 
upon her bed, and called the other little ones to follow. 

It was long before Maude was quiet, for a terrible fit of hyster- 
ical nervousness followed, and her mother and aunt were up with 
her all the night. She was really ill the next day, and it was more 
than a week before she was allowed to go about as usual. 

There was little doubt.that the over-excitement of the previous 
few days, the distress consequent on the dire result of her meddling 
and curiosity had brought on a return of her old habit of sleep- 
walking, which her parents had hoped was*cured. Upon herself, as 
well as her young friends, had her wrongdoing recoiled ; and as 
she lay in the enforced quiet upon which the doctor insisted, she 
had time to feel this, and to see more than ever the evil and mis- 
chief of the ways in which she had so long indulged. Her new- 
formed resolutions were strengthened, and so earnest was she in 
carrying them out that for some days she would hardly ask a neces- 
sary question, or turn her eyes upon anything which did not imme- 
diately concern her. 

Even Aunt Sylvia, who always took credit to herself, and to 
her own moral and religious lessons for all the good which existed 
in the family, could not score this to her own account, or to the lec- 
ture she had given the little meddler. 
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And our Bessie was a heroine ! It was her presence of mind 
and courage which had saved Maude from a sudden and terrible 
death, or, at the least, from fearful injury. 

But in answer to all the compliments and congratulations show- 
ered upon her, the modest and simple-minded little girl only an- 
swered : 

" Oh, but I had to, you see ; there was no one but Maggie and 
me to do it ; and somehow I don't think we meant to do it ; it just 
came to us." 

And now, for a little while, we take leave of our Bessie and 
her companions, hoping* to meet them again before many months 
have passed. 



THE END. 
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